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2 HEART'S DELIGHT. 

tion to compel her to accept Wardlaw as 
her husband. 

His natural inclination would have been 
to go straight to the knight, explain to him 
what he had learned about the man, and 
demand fulfilment of his pledge that, if he 
returned successful, there should be no 
obstacle placed in the way of his union with 
Milly. But he knew that this would be 
useless unless he could produce such proofs 
of Wardlaw's villainy as even Sir George 
with all his predilections for that person 
could not doubt. Another check was placed 
upon his straightforward action by the inti- 
mation that as soon as he showed himself 
he would probably be arrested on a charge 
of fraud for drawing heavy bills on the firm 
without applying them to the business or 
accounting for them. He had no doubt of 
being able to account for them as soon as 
he came face to face with Wardlaw. 

In the meanwhile his most urgent 
business was to save Milly. That done, he 
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would declare himself and bring everything 
to the proof. It galled his honest nature 
to be skulking about in disguise ; but it 
seemed to be the simplest way to outwit a 
knave of singular cunning. 

On the day after his interview with Milly 
he was in Aberdeen, making the necessary 
arrangements for his conveyance to Craig- 
ness, and for the marriage ceremony which 
was to follow. It happened to be the day 
of the great annual fair known as the Tim- 
mer Market, and Castle Street was crowded 
with country-folk moving slowly to and fro, 
halting in groups to chat, or standing at 
the stalls to chaffer with their keepers. 

Although the market takes its name from 
the sale of wooden articles for domestic use, 
such as washing-tubs, coggies, clothes-poles, 
ladders, salt-boxes, delf-racks, and such like, 
there were other stalls piled with tempting 
fruits, and, for the young folks, who formed 
no small proportion of the crowd, piles of 
toys and sweetmeats. 

38—2 
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The Btall of Libbie Tamson was the most 
attractive in the market, thanks to the neat 
handiwork of wee Nicol. The old woman 
was seated on her stool, proud of the 
superior quality of the wares she had for 
disposal, and, to the amusement of those 
who lingered round her stall, was busy 
scolding her ' loonie,' a youth of some fifteen 
years, who found it more agreeable to stare 
at toys and fruits, although he could not 
buy any, than to wait about his guardian 
in order to hand tubs and cogs to intending 
purchasers. 

Libbie was thus engaged when Kenneth 
made his way through the crowd. He 
stopped at the stall in order to test his dis- 
guise, for Libbie was accounted a sharp- 
eyed woman in spite of her years. She 
glanced at him in the course of her harangue, 
but there was no sign of recognition ; and 
as she had known him well in the course of 
his frequent visits to Craigness, he was satis- 
fied that his disguise was complete. 
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The next moment he had reason to doubt 
this conclusion. A rough-looking fellow 
suddenly thrust a small packet into his 
hand. He recognised him as a ploughman 
he had seen working at Dunlarig. 

' I was to gie you this,' said the man, 
* and tell you that by it you'll ken I come 
from a friend that you are to meet to-night. 
But the plan is changed, and the mistress 
says you are to gang to Oraigness and wait 
for her there, no matter how late the hour.' 

Kenneth hastily opened the packet, and 
found in it a piece of the ribbon he had 
given to Milly as the covering of his letter* 
He had no doubt that the message came 
from her, and turned to thank the man; 
but he was gone, and it was impossible to 
distinguish him in the crowd. 

It was certainly a peculiar proceeding on 
the part of the messenger, for, although he 
might not have expected a gratuity, it would 
have been natural for him to expect a dram, 
especially at fair-time. 
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However, he had the great content of 
knowing that she agreed to his plan — ^he 
had the token in his hand— she was coming 
to him, and it needed no special wit to com- 
prehend why, in modesty, she should prefer 
to make the journey to Craigness alone. 

Thither he decided to proceed at oncd, 
and inform his friends of the change of 
plan. 

As he was making his way out of the 
crowd in Castle Street, he saw wee Nicol 
moving deftly on his crutches towards Libbie 
Tamson's stall. Accompanying him was a 
sailor, who appeared to be doing his best to 
make a clear course for him. This was 
somewhat difficult, but the sailor was good- 
natured, and the folk were good-natured, so 
that as soon as he called attention to the 
misfortune of his companion, room was 
instantly made for them to pass. The man 
seemed to be a curious companion for a 
character like wee Nicol. That was the 
observation which flitted through Kenneth's 
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mind ; but he was too much occupied with 
his own aflfairs for it to make any deep im- 
pression on him. 

At Craigness the tidings of Milly's 
arrangement was received with entire 
approval. 

' Just that/ observed Mistress Babbie ; * 1 
said she was a clever and a lang-headed 
bairn, and she could not have shown her 
wisdom in a more particular way than she 
does at the present minute.' 

^ How's that ?' inquired Craigie, looking 
steadily at the wall, as if he saw something 
there which was invisible to other eyes. 

' Well, you see, she comes to us just to 
get out of the ways o' that man ; and when 
she is here she can either bide till her father 
comes to his senses, or she can lippen to 
Kenneth and take him for better or 
waur.' 

' I dare say it will be for the waur,' said 
Craigie, shaking his head in a kindly way 
at Kenneth. * I am concerned about 
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Geordie, but onyway it's an awful thing for 
a man at my time of life to be conniving at 
a runaway marriage. However, I doubt 
not that Geordie will see everything in its 
true light as soon as we get rid of Wardlaw. 
In the meantime we must wait to hear what 
the lass says herself.' 

They waited. The hour at which she 
might reasonably have arrived passed. Ken- 
neth went outside to watch for any sign of 
her approach. He walked quickly down 
the short avenue and stood on the road by 
which she ought to come. Then he went 
back to report the disappointing result of 
his reconnaissance. 

But when he returned to watch the road 
again, he heard the thud of a horse's hoofs 
at full gallop. 

* She is coming,' he sang to himself glee- 
fully ; * she is safe !' 

A gig drove up to the gate, and in it 
were seated Balwhap and wee Nicol. 

Fond as he was of his guardian, the 
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shock of disappointment made him turn 
away without a word of salutation. 

* That's you, Kenneth, lad?' said the 
farmer inquiringly, for in the gloaming and 
under the shadow of the trees it was difficult 
to distinguish faces. 

^ Yes, but I expected somebody else/ 
^ Maybe, but here's a birkie that would 
hae me drive him here as fast as horse could 
bring us, on your account and Craigie's, he 
said. He found me just starting for 
hame.' 

' What is it he says ?' 

* Let me get down, and I'll tell you a' 
about it, or rather I should like to tell 
Craigie.' 

Kenneth helped him to descend. Nicol 
grasped his crutches and seemed to be 
thankful that he was safe on the ground 
again. (There were few who took a ride 
with Balwhap without experiencing the 
same sensation of gratitude on being safely 
landed again.) 
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* Now what is it, Nicol ?' asked Kenneth, 
divining that the news had something to do 
with Milly. * Can you not tell me without 
waiting to see the laird T 

* Oo, ay ! for there's no much to tell. I 
was with one of the crew that belongs 
to the yacht that was cruising about out 
yonder while Miss Kerr was here. He got 
some fou in the afternoon, and let out that 
they were meaning to smuggle missy awa' 
this evening without her kenning about it. 
I happened to see Balwhap, and got him to 
bring me here with that news.' 

This extraordinary story seemed at first 
too wild for credence. But when the 
momentary bewilderment into which it had 
thrown him passed away, he remembered 
the supreme cunning and the daring with 
which Wardlaw was prepared to carry out 
any scheme he had determined on. 

Then the truth flashed upon him. His 
disguise had been penetrated ; the plan for 
Milly's elopement had been discovered, and 
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she had been by some means lured on board 
the yacht. That was why she had not 
come to Craigness, and he^ — fool that he 
was — ^had been directed to wait for her 
there by an emissary of Wardlaw. As for 
the token, that had been doubtless procured 
by the woman Smith. Even if he had not 
recognised the man as one employed at 
Dunlarig, it was probable that he would 
have obeyed the message when he received 
such a sign that it came from her. How 
could he have doubted it, knowing that 
there were so many circumstances which 
might prevent her from writing ? 

It was a clever counterplot, but it could 
not have been carried into eflfect without 
the connivance of her father; and there 
was decided satisfaction in knowing that he 
would be on board the yacht with her. He 
had only started a day earlier than had been 
intended on the cruise for which he had com- 
manded her to prepare. 

On his arrival at Craigness Kenneth had 
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removed his disguise, and he had no thought 
of resuming it now. It had proved useless, 
and failed to conceal his return from the 
man he had been most anxious to keep in 
ignorance of the fact that he had survived 
the villainous attempt upon his life. No 
more disguises ; they must now meet face 
to face at once, and heaven help him to 
escape throttling the scoundrel. 

That was all very well, but how was he 
to meet him face to face ? Where was he 
to find him ? For an instant Kenneth 
entertained the idea of taking horse, 
galloping to Aberdeen and boarding the 
yacht. But that was nonsense ; the yacht 
would be clear of the harbour long before 
he could reach the quay. The only probable 
plan of rescue occurred to him. They would 
be sailing for the south ; it was possible to 
cross the track of the yacht. 

*Do you know if your father has 
gone out yet ?' he asked wee Nicol 
abruptly. 
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^ I should think no ; for I heard this 
morning that a' the boats would be going 
out late the nicht/ 

Then there were hurried explanations to 
Craigie and his sister, and Kenneth hastened 
down to the fisher's row. He refused to 
allow Balwhap to accompany him, knowing 
that, however powerful an ally he might be 
on land, he would be helpless at sea. 

None of the fishing fleet had started ; for, 
though the storm had subsided on land, the 
sea was still running very high, and some 
of the weatherwise predicted worse to come, 
and were doubtful if they should venture 
out at. all that night. 

Kenneth found lang Nicol on the head- 
land, studying sea and sky. He explained 
matters to him, and said that he wished to 
go out with the fleet, and to get several of 
the boats to cross the yacht. 

Lang Nicol shook his head. 

* I am doubting it's nae use. Yon's no 
an ordinar' boat, and it'll hae puffed far past 
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Craigness or ever we go out. Hows'ever, 
all depends on what time they left Aberdeen. 
And if it be as you say, I for one am ready 
to venture out in waur weather than this to 
serve missy ; and there's no mony in Craig- 
ness but whatll say the same.' 

' Will you speak to them ? There must 
be no time wasted, and tell them they shall 
not be the losers if they help us now.' 

* There's nae need to do that.' 

Kenneth, as well as Milly, was popular 
with the fisher-folk. He had been out with 
them many a time, and they all knew him 
for a brave and generous-spirited lad. They 
were glad to see him home again, and were 
ready to dare a great deal in his service. 

Besides, though they did not know all the 
story, they * jaloused ' that it was to serve 
the cause of true love that their help was 
wanted. They set to work accordingly with 
hearty goodwill to get ready for sea. 

Kenneth gave lang Nicol such vigorous 
and skilful assistance that his boat was the 
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first to start. The active employment helped 
him to bear up against the bitterness of his 
disappointment ; but as soon as the imme- 
diate necessity for exertion was past, anxious 
questionings assailed his mind. 

What was he to do, even if he caught up 
the yacht and got on board ? He could 
denounce Wardlaw to Sir George as a 
traitor, a fraudulent rascal, and a would- 
be murderer. But then — what proofs had 
he to show ? None. Sir George would 
laugh him to scorn. 

At least he would see Milly. He would 
know that she was safe ; and if from one 
look of hers he could guess that she was 
being ill-used or insulted by that villain, he 
would fling him overboard. A wild desire 
for revenge seized upon his soul as he gazed 
at the surging waters. He longed to have 
for once at his mercy this man who had so 
persistently stood between him and happir 
ness. 

To this frenzy succeeded despair. He 
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felt that it was absurd to suppose that, 
havmg got his treasure securely on board, 
the unscrupulous schemer would lose any 
time in carrying her into safer water. 

Kenneth could not suspect that a happy 
accident had delayed Wardlaw's progress. 



V 



CHAPTER XLI. 

THE MESH TIGHTENING. 

When Wardlaw was about to follow his 
prize on board the Merlin — that was the 
name of the yacht which had defied all lang^ 
Nicol Johnstone's skill to decipher — a touch 
on the shoulder caused him to turn quickly, 
uttering, in an undertone, the question : 

' What now ?' 

Beside him stood a stout little man, who 
had very much the appearance and air of a 
commercial traveller. He was smoking a 
cigar, and seemed to be lounging about the 
quays in order to pass his evening in 
observing whatever might be going on 
there. He, like Wardlaw, spoke in an 

VOL. III. 39 
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undertone, but carelessly, as if indifferent 
as to who might hear him. 

' We are expecting some orders to-morrow, 
and the head of the firm would like you to 
examine them, so that your presence here 
at noon is required ; otherwise we shall not 
know whether to accept them or not.' 

' Can you not attend to the business 
yourself T 

' My instructions are that the whole thing 
was entrusted to you, and we must not move 
a step without your directions. We are 
also to see that you manage the business in 
accordance with your instructions.' 

There was a significance in the last 
sentence which Wardlaw understood. 

^ This interference with my movements 
is intolerable. I wanted to be away for a 
week at least.' 

The man with the cigar shrugged his 
shoulders as if sympathizing with him, but 
unable to see any escape for him. 

* You have been away for more months 
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than I have been allowed days since I 
joined the firm, and business has been 
neglected in the meanwhile/ 

* Very well,' rejoined Wardlaw calmly — 
he contrived to subdue the irritation he was 
feeling — * I shall be here at noon. But to 
do that I shall be obliged to cruise about 
the coast, when I hoped to be hundreds of 
miles away from it/ 

*You knew what you were doing, I 
suppose, when you became a partner, and 
grumbling won't help you now. You are 
a lucky man, I think. You have not been 
severely tasked ; you have been entrusted 
with the most important part of the business, 
and there will be something to say if you 
mismanage it a second time.' 

Nodding carelessly^ the man sauntered 
away with the leisurely air of one who has 
nothing to do. No one could have guessed 
from his bearing that there was any serious 
import in the brief conversation he had held 
with Wardlaw. 
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The latter, however, as soon as he was 
left alone, showed that the conversation had 
caused him much annoyance. His lips were 
closed tightly, and he doubled his fists as if 
he would like to strike some one. It was 
curious that this man, who could be on 
occasions so perfectly cool, was in reality of 
a fiercely irritable nature. 

' Curse them 1' was his thought, ' and 
curse the day I ever had anything to do 
with them. To interfere with me at this 
moment, when they may spoil all my plans. 
Had they left me alone I would have secured 
everything, and so would have rendered them 
double service. They are fools, and bungle 
all their work.' 

Notwithstanding the bitterness of the 
feelings which disturbed him, Wardlaw, 
on the deck of the Merlin^ gave his orders 
with perfect coolness. They were to run 
out to sea, but to no greater distance than 
would permit them to return on the following 
day to within a mile of the shore in time to 
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permit him, with the aid of a small boat, to 
be in the city at noon. 

Thus it was that when Milly wakened 
in the early morning, the Merlin^ instead 
of being far on its way to Norway, was 
moving slowly along the Aberdeenshire 
coast. 

After her first exclamation of indignation 
at discovering herself on board Wardlaw's 
yacht instead of being in the house of her 
friends at Craigness, she became dumb and 
dazed.' How had it all happened ? She 
had gone to the carriage as arranged with 
Kenneth ; she found in it Smith, who said 
that she had been bribed to accompany her ; 
a man dressed as Kenneth had been dressed 
got on the box, and she believed herself 
safe— then there was a blank. But by 
what means had that blank been pro- 
duced ? 

With bitterness she remembered the 
sleepless night, and the agitated state 
of her mind from the moment Kenneth 
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revealed himself ; the excitement had been 
too much for her, and she must have fainted 
after getting into the carriage. 

But then, how came it that she was not 
taken to Craigness ? There had been 
treachery somewhere, and she had no diffi- 
culty in divining who was the traitor. She 
remembered that when suddenly called by her 
father, Kenneth's letter had been left on 
the table in her room. Smith had read it, 
and revealed the contents to her father and 
Wardlaw. 

How dull, how careless, how stupid she 
had been ! But there was this comfort — 
her father was with her. He would protect 
her from this now hateful man. In spite 
of his strange conduct of late she could not 
— she would not — believe that he was 
prepared to sacrifice her happiness to his 
own vanity. She was obliged at last to 
own to herself her father's besetting vice, 
which had betrayed him into many follies. 
But she did not doubt his affection for her, 
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and she trusted in that for safety and 
escape. 

Then came the confusing thought — what 
had happened to Kenneth ? Why was not 
he at the appointed place ? It was easy 
to answer the question — he, too, had been 
in some way deceived. 

' But, oh, how can my father have sanc- 
tioned such an act as this T was her mental 
moan. 

She must rise ; but when she got on her 
feet she found it difl&cult to stand, she felt 
so weak and dizzy. At that moment she 
heard Wardlaw's voice, and the sound 
quickened her senses. She stood erect, 
leaning against the door of the cabin. She 
would not quail before such a villain as 
this. Passion gave her strength. 

Presently some one coughed, and she 
knew that her father was in the next cabin. 
That also gave her strength. Since he was 
so near there could be no danger. She de- 
termined to go on deck at once. 
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Opening the door cautiously, she saw 
that the saloon was unoccupied. At another 
time she would have been interested in 
observing its luxurious furnishing and its 
tasteful decorations, with mirrors so cun- 
ningly arranged as to give the impression 
that the space was double its real extent. 
At present all she cared for was the fact 
that no one was visible, and the way was 
clear. 

She went to the door of the next cabin 
which she believed to be her father's, 
tapped gently, and spoke in a timid under- 
tone: 

* Papa — are you there ? Can you hear 
me ? I want so much to speak to you.' 

Thfere was no answer. The waves 
plashing against the side of the yacht, and 
the weird sough of the wind overhead, pre- 
vented her from being able to distinguish 
any signs of life within the cabin. 

She repeated her questions a little louder, 
and waited . anxiously for some response* 
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Whilst waiting, her mind was disturbed by 
the troublous uncertainty as to what part 
of the world they might be taking her to. 
It was evening when she left home ; it was 
now morning, and she must be far away 
from dear old Aberdeen. She had never 
before realized how much she loved its 
granite walls, and how beautiful the rugged 
coast was in her eyes. 

A third appeal still failed to elicit any 
response, and she knew that her father 
must be in a profound sleep, from which it 
might be best not to arouse him. 

In truth, Sir George was sleeping very 
profoundly. On the previous day he had been 
infuriated by the discovery of the bold step 
his daughter meditated taking under the 
persuasion of that ungrateful and fraudulent 
fellow Kenneth Gordon, who had deserted 
his trust in order to come back in secret to 
rob him of his child. 

Had he been allowed to act on his own 
impulse, he would have applied to the 
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police at once to arrest Kenneth ; and then 
he would have gone straight to Danlarig 
with the resolution not to let Milly out of 
his presence until he learned that her lover 
was in gaol. He was so much harassed by 
business matters at this time^ and especially 
by transactions connected with the George- 
town speculation, that he was already in a 
state of extreme nervous irritability, and at 
the revelation of this new trouble he became 
frantic with passion. He was prepared to 
adopt any violent measures that might punish 
his daughter for her disobedience, and Ken- 
neth for his villainy— as he called it. 

But Wardlaw was at his elbow. He, 
thanks to Smith, had been able to apprise 
him of the lovers' resolution. He was, as 
usual when he had an object in view, cool, 
smooth-tongued, with great affectation of 
generous inclination towards those who de- 
spitefuUy used him. With firmness he 
opposed any resort to the aid of the police 
at present, and still more firmly opposed 
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the adoption of any violent measures to- 
wards Miss Kerr. 

* What am I to do, then ?' the father had 
asked distractedly. 

Then Wardlaw showed him how a little 
patience and stratagem would accompUsh, 
in a quiet way, all they desired. Gordon 
would be sent to Craigness, and Miss Kerr, 
with her maid, would be brought on board 
without any disturbance — only they must 
start on their cruise at once. 

He did not explain by what desperate 
means he was to settle matters so peacefully, 
and the father, rash in his passions, agreed 
to leave the entire management of the affair 
to him. 

Sir George considered himself justified in 
entrusting his daughter's safety to her 
future husband. But with the evening 
came some qualms of conscience about the 
deception to be practised on Milly. So, at 
dinner — an excellent one, served to him on 
board the Merlin — he fortified himself so 



28 heart's delight. 

strongly with wine, which was supplied with 
a pertinaciously liberal hand by the steward 
(who was acting under orders), that before 
Milly arrived the knight was obliged to 
retire to his cabin. There he fell into the 
stupor of the alcoholized brain. The stupor 
was the more profound because he was, as 
a rule, careful not to exceed in his cups. 
But his mania about the Earldom of Ben- 
voir had wrought a pitiful change in the 
whole character of the man. 

A little uncertain now whether or not 
this was her father's cabin, Milly drew back 
from the door, and determined at once to 
seek some one who could give her informa- 
tion. With a wonderfully calm step she 
ascended to the deck. 

The wind, which whilst she was below 
had sounded so weirdly, was comparatively 
light, the waves were short with jagged 
edges, and flecked with white points- The 
Merlin was moving slowly under no more 
canvas than was enough to keep her steady. 
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Por some reason the steam power which 
was at the command of the skipper was not 
in use, although the light smoke from the 
funnel suggested that the screw could be 
put in motion at any moment. 

The sun had just risen above the horizon, 
and was making a golden way across the 
waters through the haze of the early morn- 
ing. The haze was lifting rapidly from the 
opal waves, which seemed to laugh in wel- 
come to the new day. 

Milly uttered a little cry of joy and sur- 
prise as she recognised the high rocky 
ramparts of the Aberdeenshire coast. Then 
she was not far away from home, was the 
meaning of her exclamation — ^not far from 
Kenneth I 

New hope and new strength were in- 
spired by the knowledge. But the agree- 
able sensation was marred by the sound 
of a voice behind her. 

* Good-morning, Miss Kerr. You are 
eaarly astir. Let me hope it is not because 
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your sleep has been disturbed, for to avoid 
that I have not allowed the engines to be 
set in motion.' 

It was Wardlaw. 

She turned to him quickly — fiercely 
it might be called, for one of her gentle 
nature. He stood before her, not with 
the triumphant air of a conqueror, as she 
had expected, but with the respectful, 
almost humble mien of a devoted slave. 
It was the same look, the same bearing he 
had displayed on that day when he pledged 
himself to obey her wish, and withdraw his 
suit. 

She believed him then; she did not 
believe him now. 

* Where is my father ?' was her only reply 
to his salutation. 

* Still in his cabin, I think.' 

* .Which is his cabin T 

' The one next to your own. Shall I 
call him for you V 

* I will go to him myself.' 
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' At least permit me to show you the 
place. ' 

And, with a respectful bow, he led the 
way to the cabin of Sir George. 



CHAPTER XLII. 

A LAST APPEAL. 

With his hand on the cabin door, Wardlaw 
turned to Milly : 

* Before you go in, Miss Kerr,' he said, 
maintaining the respectfal manner which 
could no longer deceive her, * will you listen 
to a very few words ? I think it not only 
advisable, but necessary, that you should 
hear them.' 

She stared at him^ not in fright, but 
wonder. She was asking herself, 'Could 
the man have the audacity to attempt an 
excuse ?' 

Taking her silence for consent, he pro- 
ceeded, not as if attempting to offer an 
excuse, but as one who desires to give a 
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calm explanation of his conduct. There 
was, however, a faint Hote of pleading in 
his voice. 

* You are angry with me, and I am sorry. 
But you will own by-and-by, wlien you 
know all, that I have been acting as your 
true friend.' 

She made a gesture of impatiejxce. 

^ I see that this is not the time to give 
explanations, for you are not in the mood to 
hear them. I can wait. Before seeing you^ 
father, however, let me in kindness suggest 
that you should be prepared to find him 
much enraged — w?%, you understand/ 

* I desire to see him at once/ 

* And you shall, but I must tell you this 
— ^you have been brought here by your 
father's authority. He was prepared to 
adopt extreme measures to enforce your 
obedience ; I, desiring to save you pain, 
succeeded in obtaining leave to practise a 
friendly subterfuge in order to bring you 
here without exposing you to any scene or 

VOL. III. 40 



34 heart's delight. 



restraint.. For that you blame me; but 
when you are able to give calm con- 
sideration to my motive, you will pardon 
me.' 

He spoke so quietly, with such a tone of 
regretful remonstrance for the injustice she 
was doing him in her thoughts, that she was 
astounded. Was it possible that a man 
who was capable of attempting to commit 
murder could have the power to speak 
thus ? He must be aware that Kenneth 
was alive, that she had seen him, and 
heard all about the monstrous plot against 
his liite. And yet Wardlaw spoke as if he 
thought that she might still be cajoled into 
believing his profession of friendship ! 

*■ Papal' she called, exasperated, andnian- 
able to give the man any answer. 

He instantly knocked on the cabin door, 
and stepped aside, as if much hurt by the 
unforgiving spirit she displayed. 

'Your maid is in that cabin opposite. 
She has your baggage, and will wait upon 
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you whenever it is your pleasure to summon 
her. When you touch this handbell the 
steward will attend, and he, like everyone 
on board the Merlin^ will be pleased to serve 
you.' 

He bowed with every sign of humble 
submission to her will, and, with the de- 
jected bearing of one who has been most 
unkindly used, he slowly returned to the 
deck. 

In spite of her indignation, this conduct 
made some impression on her. In a vague 
way it suggested the possibility— very re- 
mote, doubtless, but still the possibility — 
that he might not be quite so black as he 
had been painted. Shrewd women, ex- 
perienced in the ways of the world, will 
overlook or excuse many errors of men if 
they have been prompted by love for them ; 
and it was natural for a girl like Milly to 
pity anyone who showed remorse for wrong- 
doing. Wardlaw certainly did seem to be- 

fuU of remorse. 
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Milly'8 ciy and Wardlaw'8 loud knock 
had roused Sir George from his heavy 
slumber* 

* Who is there Y he inquired drowsily. 

* It is I| papa. May I come in ?' 

He was not sufficiently awake yet to re- 
call the incidents of the previous day and 
evening, and the sound of his daughter's 
voice made him imagine that he was in his 
own room at Dunlarig. 

^ What is it you want ? I am sleepy, 
i(ixdwish to have another hour; can you 
Bot wait Y 

^ 1^0, no 1 I must speak to you at once. 
I will not remain in Mr. Wardlaw's yacht. 
I will jump overboard rather than stay 
here/ 

His brain was still bemused by the fumes 
of last night's excess, but thiere was some* 
thing in her tone of excitement as well as 
in the motion of the boat which stirred his 
memory, and enabled him to comprehend 
the reason for the wild threat she had uttered. 



A LAST APPEAL yf 

At the same moment he became sensible of 
a racking headache. 

* I cannot rise, Milly. You must come 
in/ 

This was spoken after a pause, as if he 
had been weighing the question whether or 
not he should endure the discomfort he 
would experience in the effort to get out of 
his berth, or sacrifice the dignity he deemed 
appropriate to the coming interview by 
allowing her to see him prostrate* After 
several attempts to lift his aching head, ha 
was compelled to surrender himself to the 
penalty Nature exacted for the violation of 
her laws. 

Immediately upon receiving permission, 
Milly entered. The light which penetrated 
the thick glass of the porthole was so dim 
that at first she could only distinguish her 
father^s form lying in the berth ; she could 
not see the expression of his face. Throwing* 
her arms about him and kissing him affec- 
tionately, she exclaimed hurriedly : 
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* Oh, papa I what is the meaning of all 
this ? It is driving me distracted/ 

' Yon have already driven me distracted/ 
was the answer. 

The voice was firm, but not unkind. 
Indeed, there was solace to his own mental 
and physical aches in seeing her there 
beside him, safe and apparently well. It 
was not in his nature to be deliberately un- 
kind to anyone, least of all to her. He was 
still incapable of realizing the extent of the 
cruelty to which he was subjecting her by 
his obstinate resolution to provide for her 
future in the way which seemed to him best, 
without giving due consideration to her 
feelings in the matter. He certainly be- 
lieved that he had given full and careful 
attention to her interests before deciding 
on his present coursCi and he would un- 
doubtedly have hesitated to reject her 
appeals if he had not been convinced that 
Kenneth was the perpetrator of gigantic 
frauds which threatened the most serious 
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consequences to the great house of Kerr 
and Co. 

* I am very sorry to have caused you 
any vexation or anxiety/ the daughter said 
with piteous earnestness. * You know that 
I would do anything, to save you from either, 
papa, anything except what you want me to 
do now. I know that you would not ,wish 
me to do it if you were not deceived. You 
art greatly deceived about everything that 
has happened.' 

'That will do, Milly,' he responded, 
frowning. * You cannot surely imagine 
that I have anything to learn from a child 
like you regarding the proper estimation of 
the character of the people with whom I 
have been dealing.' 

* There are some things which even a 
child may discover ' 

* I repeat, that will do,' he interrupted 
coldly ; but his tone softened as he went 
on. *It is you who are deceived, my 
poor girl; but I am determined to save 
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you at any cost to my feelings or my 
pocket/ 

She was dismayed. No prayer of hers, 
it seemed, conld exercise the least influence 
over his resolution. With trembling lips 
she made a last appeal : 

*I am ready to do anything you wish, 
papa. I will never speak or write to Ken- 
neth again. But- ' 

Once more he interrupted her, and this 
time with considerable asperity : 

^Do not let me hear that swindler's 
name on your lips again." For the moment 
rage banished his headache, but only to 
bring it back with intensified acuteness. 
He groaned, and added in a feeble voice : 
* I thought we had done with this childish 
folly. You must have done with it now, 
Milly. Of course you will think me harsh 
and unkind ' 

* I know that you do not mean to be so, 
papa, but you are acting under a mistake,' 
she said despondently. 
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' I know what I am doing, and yon 
know that it is your future happiness I am 
anxious to secure. But enough said on 
that score. You are here, and you do not 
return to Dunlarig until you are the Countess 
of Benvoir.* 

She drew back from him, shuddering. 
^Ehis was what Kenneth had told her was 
the plan of the cruise — she was to be forced 
into a marriage with Drummond Wardlaw. 
She would have instantly repeated her ab^ 
solute refusal to submit to this aisrangement, 
she would have repeated her wild threat to 
fling herself overboard — but, her eyes now 
becoming accustomed to the light, she saw 
how very ill he looked, and so refrained. 
He could not have done this had he been 
well and himself. She was resolved 
upon her own course, but she was afraid 
to say anything that might disturb 
him. 

* I have done with folly, father,* was all 
she said. 
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He was delighted to hear this declaration, 
which he assumed to mean complete sub- 
mission to his will. He did not observe 
the delicate difference in the form of address. 
Although, in speaking to others, she had 
generally referred to him as ' father,' she 
had always used the word * papa' when in 
direct communication with him. The 
change had a deeper meaning than she 
herself divined, or he could have sus- 
pected. 

^ Ah, there's a good girl !' he ejaculated, 
making a painful effort to resume his old 
jocular tone and manner. ' Glad you have 
come to your senses at last* That has 
done me a great deal of good, and I shall 
be up to breakfast. You can tell Wardlaw 
so. . . . We'll hear no more about jump- 
ing overboard — eh ? . . • And if you did, 
you are a good swimmer, and would keep 
afloat until a boat picked you up. But 
don't try it, for it is not worth the bother, 
Milly. Yield gracefully. Now, let me try 
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to get an hoar's sleep. I shall be all right 
then/ 

She kissed him tenderly; he did not 
observe how she lingered over hinii as one 
does when taking a final leave of a much* 
loved parent. Then, without a word, she 
withdrew. 

There was no reproach in her heart, but 
infinite pity. She did not know why — and 
she never thought of trying to analyze the 
*why' — she should, for Kenneth's sake, 
oppose the wishes of her father, who had 
always been kind, and whom she loved. 
Had she tried to get at the bottom of the 
motives which actuated her she would pos- 
sibly have said that it lay in the fact that 
Kenneth had been cruelly maligned, and 
that she cared more for him than — .... 
There she would have paused, and then 
gone on — Yes, she cared as much for him 
as for her father. But when her father took 
sides against Kenneth, then she was bound 
to stand by his side and support him, no 
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matter who might be his accusers. She 
was foolish enough or wicked enough to 
think that, even if he were guilty of all the 
absurd charges brought against him, she 
would still stand in defence on his side. 



CHAPTER XLIII, 

TO THE BESCUE! 

Half of the household of Dunlarig v^re 
abed, and the other half in various stages 
of progress towards that happy consumma- 
tion of the day's fatigues, before the absence 
of their young mistress was discovered. In 
all probability it would not have been dis- 
covered till morning, but for the storm ; for 
Milly had never encouraged Mrs. Wood- 
leigh to visit her in her own rooms without 
special invitation. Such visits, at all times 
of rare occurrence, had almost . entirely 
ceased since the Wardlaw mania had intro- 
duced an active element of discord into their 

> 

intercourse. 

The present occasion, however, was ex- 
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ceptional. Sir George's parting charge, 
combined with the girl's evident illness and 
depression, had quickened the chaperon's 
somewhat torpid sense of responsibility. 

Besides, she could not help noticing it 
as an nnnsual circumstance that Milly should 
have remained perfectly quiet during the 
storm. At first she concluded that the 
child, having taken her advice to lie down, 
had gone to sleep, and that with the natural 
elasticity of youth she would awake in a 
little while refreshed and free from head- 
ache. But no one could have slept through 
such a thunderstorm, and as Milly had 
always delighted in the commotions of the 
elements, Mrs. Woodleigh had been watch- 
ing to prevent her from venturing out of 
doors to enjoy it. 

She began ^.t length to fear that the ill- 
ness of her charge was more serious than 
she had suspected. Going to the door of 
Milly 's room, she knocked gently and 
listened. All was quiet. Before opening 
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the door she determined to see if Smith 
could give a satisfactory report of her yomig 
mistress. To her surprise there was no 
light in Smith's room. Returning to Milly's 
chamber, and entering with as little noise 
as possible, she found that no one was 
there. 

Had the foolish girl gone out after all, 
and had Smith accompanied her, in spite of 
her horror of thunder and lightning ? It 
was late even for Milly to be out. Could 
any accident have happened ? 

In the midst of these anxious conjectures 
she observed the note on the dressing-table, 
but its contents were not of a nature to 
afiFord her much relief. What a night to 
choose on which to start alone for Craig- 
ness ! And how had she gone ? — ^not in 
the carriage, and it was too late for any 
train. The girl must be mad. 

Mrs. Woodleigh was unusually excited. 
In fact, she was in a high state of nervous 
trepidation ; for Sir George's solemn decla- 



48 HEARTS DEUGHT. 

ration that he would hold her responsible 
for his daughter's appearance on the mor- 
row — ^a declaration which at the time he 
made it she had been inclined to treat as a 
joke — assumed very different proportions 
in the light of this unexpected turn of 
events. 

*What was she to do? Conscience 
smote her for carelessness in having allowed 
Milly to wander about all day without a 
word of remonstrance. What was she to 
say to Sir George ? He had doubtless had 
some good reason after all for enjoining her 
to be watchful. 

Calling together all the members of the 
household who were still astir, she made 
eager inquiries. But none of them had 
seen their young mistress go out, nor was 
Smith anywhere to be found. Most of the 
servants, however, had noticed signs of 
unusual excitement in that faithful maid, 
and it was concluded that she had been 
in Miss Milly 's confidence. This was a new 
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source of irritation to the poor lady ; for it 
was a grievous wound to her vanity to think 
that even Smith had been trusted in pre- 
ference to her. 

Having recovered from the first shock of 
surprise, Mrs. Woodleigh declared that she 
could not rest without at least knowing that 
Milly was safe at Craigness. The poor girl 
might be exposed to all the fury of the 
storm . Some one must go immediately for 
Mr. Cathcart. He would advise her what 
to do in this emergency. 

The servants looked at each other. No 
one relished the thought of relinquishing 
his or her comfortable bed to go out in such 
a night. Some one volunteered, however, 
to go for John. 

That trusty satellite of Mrs. Woodleigh's 
soon arrived. He heard the request, and 
made reply : 

* Oo, ay, mem ; I am willing tull oblige 
you. I'll take the powny and ride ower 
to Airdcluny. I wudna venture on ane 

VOL. HI. 41 
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o the other beasts, but the powny's used 
to the weather, an' I'm no feared for mysel'. 
Nae doubt the laird 'ill gie's a dram to 
haud out the cauld.' 

The hint was not lost on Mrs. Woodleigh, 
and John started well fortified to meet the 
onslaught of the storm. 

Mr. Hugh Cathcart sat alone in the 
library. He had flung aside his book, 
yawned, and looked at his watch. Life 
for several days had been dull to him. He 
had dismissed his bugbear, the preaching 
old housekeeper, and the peace which suc- 
ceeded her exodus had made him think his 
life stale, flat, and unprofitable. 

He had been in Aberdeen during the day, 
and, although the * Timmer Market ' had 
few charms for him, his journey had not 
been fruitless. An interview with the 
lawyer, Foulis, had enabled him to learn 
more of Drummond Wardlaw's affairs than 
that personage would have wished him to 
know. 
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Then he had paid a visit to his old haunt, 
Luckie's Howff ; and there he had encoun- 
tered the man who, in the evening, inter- 
cepted Wardlaw as he was about to proceed 
on board the yacht. From this man he 
learned that their mutual friend was bound 
to be in the city next day at noon. 

Cathcart did not at the time know of how 
much importance this piece of information 
was to be. 

On his way home he had thought of 
calling at Dunlarig ; but he had no pretext 
for visiting Sir George, and the instinct of 
self-preservation warned him against paying 
too frequent court to the lady-regent. 

The message which John brought inter- 
ested him. Giving that worthy even a 
more liberal dram than had been expected, 
he went out at once to see about his horse. 
In a very short time he was ready for action, 
mounted on his chestnut, which, judging 
from the activity of its ears, was not pre- 
pared to take the storm quite so philoso- 

41—2 
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phically as the steady-going * powny/ But 
Cathcart knew the animal he had to deal 
with, and the likelihood of a little trouble 
in managing her was a source of satisfaction 
to him. 

The * powny ' was soon left far behind, 
while the chestnut, excited by the storm as 
much as by the light touch of the whip, 
carried her master with the speed of a racer 
from door to door. 

On reaching Dunlarig, Cathcart was in 
the best of humours with himself and Mrs. 
Woodleigh. That lady had provided him 
with pleasant excitement, and had gratified 
his vanity by appealing with confidence to 
him in her trouble. Her appearance and 
reception of him did not tend to diminish 
his pleasurable sensations. The artificial 
light was advantageous to her, and the flush 
of agitation animated her features as she 
approached him, appealing for sympathy in 
her distress, and thanking him for his ready 
answer to her call. 
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* I have to thank you, Mrs. Woodleigh,' 
he replied gallantly, *for giving me the 
opportunity of serving you. You know I 
am your friend,' 

*You have shown it to-night. But I 
want you to do more for me. I want 
you to go to Craigness and see if Milly 
is there. This is the note she left for 
me.' 

Cathcart read the note, 

* Miss Kerr is quite right,' he said, * to 
fight shy of Wardlaw and his yacht. Things 
that you have told me, and things that 
have come to my knowledge in other ways, 
lead me to believe that the man is a bigger 
scoundrel than even I imagined. But I do 
not understand why Miss Milly should have 
waited till night, when you say she was 
free all day, and could have gone to Craig- 
ness by train. There is something more 
in this. Balwhap let fall some words when 
I saw him yesterday that astonished me. 
I'll ride over and make sure. It certainly 



54 HEART'S DELIGHT. 

is not a night for a fair maid to be wander- 
ing about in unprotected. But she is well 
used to taking care of Jberself, and is not 
afraid of wind and weather, so I don't 
think you need be anxious on her account.' 
Mrs. Woodleigh told him of the knight's 
parting injunction to her, and of his gener- 
ally altered demeanour. 

* I shall be afraid to meet Sir George,' 
she continued piteously. * He will not 
trust me again.' 

Cathcart half unconsciously noted it as a 
point in the lady's favour as a prospective 
wife, that she was capable of yielding due 
tribute of fear to her lord and master. For 
he was well aware that he was much more 
likely to inspire that feeling than the master 
of Dunlarig. 

Going nearer to the afflicted lady, he 
said gently : 

* I don't think you need fear Sir George's 
wrath. Things will all come right. In 
any case I have learnt to know Mrs. Wood- 
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leigh's merits, if he has not; and Airdcluny 
is in sad want of some one like you to take 
care of it/ 

A tender glance of gratitude from the 
fair widow settled matters for Mr. Cathcart. 
His further efforts at consolation and en- 
couragement were aided by the encircling 
presence of his arm. He could not draw 
back now, and in the midst of her perturba- 
tion over Milly's escapade, Mrs. Woodleigh 
felt proudly conscious of the triumph of her 
hopes, as Cathcart, with a parting embrace 
and a promise of swift return, mounted his 
steed and rode away. 

Late as it was when he arrived at Craig- 
ness, he found that Craigie and his sister 
had not yet gone to bed. Their anxiety 
regarding the fate of Milly had banished 
sleep, and they were waiting eagerly for 
some sign as to the result of Kenneth's 
efforts. 

Surprised as Cathcart had been by Mrs. 
Woodleigh's account of the girl's flight, he 
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was still more surprised by the facts which 
Craigie now revealed to him. His accidental 
meeting with the man at Luckie's Howff 
enabled him to give them some comfort. 

* Miss Kerr will be quite safe,' he said 
reassuringly. * Wardlaw is compelled to 
be in Aberdeen at noon to-morrow ; and 
when the yacht comes into the harbour 
your influence will surely suffice to bring 
Sir George to reason.' 

Craigie shook his head despondently. 

* Geordie is far beyo^d all my powers of 
persuasion. He will not listen to a word 
that I say about this man.' 

* Then we must make the man himself 
persuade him.' 

* How in the world can we do that ? 
Wardlaw is not the sort of creature to be 
easily frightened.' 

* Perhaps not ; but I think it is possible 
for us to show him that it will be to his 
advantage to get away from this country 
without delay.' 
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' Ay, if you could do that ! But, you 
see, the loon is doubtless aware that it is to 
his advantage to get away from the country, 
and he is oif already. He will not come 
back to Bon Accord until he has made sure 
of his prize.' 

* You are mistaken on that point. He 
must return, whether he likes it or not; 
for it will be as much as his life is worth 
if he does not keep his appointment to- 
morrow.' 

* Are you sure of that ?' 

* Perfectly sure. Now, I must see if all 
the boats are out ; and if not, I shall follow 
Kenneth and give him this news. I suppose 
Johnstone will have told some one in the 
village what direction they were to sail 
in. You will have news early in the 
morning.' 

Craigie and his sister were full of grati- 
tude ; and, when Cathcart had started on 
his friendly mission, they were calmer and 
more hopeful than they had been since wee 
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Nicol had startled them with his strange 
story. 

« « « « « 

When Milly reached the deck, after her 
interview with her father, she saw no one 
but the man at the wheel, for at the first 
glance she did not observe that Wardlaw 
was behind him. The one sail which was 
spread flapped lazily in the breeze. There 
was a thin puff of smoke occasionally from 
the funnel, and there was a sound of voices 
in the forecastle. The men were taking 
their breakfast, and had no idea of the 
precious cargo they had on board. 

When she saw how free she was, Milly 
clasped her hands with delight. Then she 
rushed forward to the prow, avoiding the 
stem, because the man was there steering 
— she would have avoided it deliberately 
if she had known that Wardlaw was 
there. 

Looking forward in the clear light, her 
heart was cheered by a stream of brown 
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sails coming straight towards her. She 
knew that was the fishing fleet returning 
from its night's work. When she heard 
the low croon of the men in their happy 
content chanting the glories of the night 
gone by, her whole soul leapt joyously, for 
she felt that she was safe. 

She saw the men in the stream of boats, 
happy in their carol, indifferent to all that 
was around them. They had no cares 
beyond the mere price of fish, and they 
brought with them a goodly catch. There 
had been a satisfactory night's work done, 
the men were merry, although the simple 
chant sounded across the water as a lullaby 
rather than as a cry of joy. 

Milly was not able to appreciate the 
situation. What she saw was a figure 
standing on the bow of the first boat. 

She knew that it was Kenneth—his 
arms stretched towards her. He was calling 
for her. She was to come to him. There 
was no danger — he was there ; and all the 
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nonsense of her father's jests rose np before 
her — she was a good swimmer. Yes, and 
she would try it. 

With a wild cry — * Kenneth, I come to 
you !' she sprang into the water. 

Daring as the adventure seemed, there 
was comparatively little hazard in it ; cer- 
tainly none that she cared to reckon when 
she considered the terror with which Ward- 
law had inspired her, and knew that there 
was no hope of obtaining protection from 
her father. The fishing-boats were close 
at hand. She would only have to keep 
herself afloat for a few minutes, and there 
were a dozen strong men prepared to rescue 
her. 

When she rose to the surface she had 
barely time to brush the water from her 
eyes before Kenneth was beside her with his 
strong a,rm under hers, and she was safe. 
Lang Nicol Johnstone flung out a rope, 
and his man by a sharp turn of the rudder 
brought the smack close up to the swim- 
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mers. Johnstone lifted Milly on board, and 
Kenneth scrambled in after her. 

As he rose to his feet, the yacht was 
within twenty yards of them, and the en- 
gines were at work. 

Then a shot was fired, and there was a 
yell of fury from the fishermen as they saw 
Kenneth stumble backward and fall. He 
rose immediately, waving his hand to. his 
friends as a signal that he was safe. 

* It's all right, Milly. This has saved 
me.' 

He took from his waistcoat -pocket the 
steel talisman which she had given him 
before he started for America. It was in- 
dented by the bullet which Wardlaw in his 
fury had fired at him. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

A DESPERATE GAME. 

Wardlaw did not fire again, although his 
revolver had still five barrels loaded. It 
was the passionate chagrin of the moment 
which had prompted him to commit the 
indiscretion of firing at all. 

There was the man who had come between 
him and his inheritance of title and fortune 
— ^the man who had deprived him of the 
chance of winning the woman he wished to 
be his wife — the man who had miraculously 
escaped every plan he had laid for his 
destruction — there he was snatching from 
him the prize which, after much scheming 
and hazard, had been brought within his 
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reach, and he could not resist the fury which 
urged him to fire. 

He had not been prepared for such a 
singular adventure as this — for the girl's 
daring or the lover's quick pursuit — but 
the moment after firing he became aware 
of the folly of his proceeding, and knew that 
Gordon had scored another point against him. 
He cursed the fierce temper over which he 
had lost control, for it was in consequence 
of the loss of that control he had perpetrated 
the rash act. This was not the way to gain 
his purpose. Hitherto the law had been on 
his side, for all his actions had been carefully 
and exactly contrived and executed. Now 
tie law would be against him, and he would 
he unbearable in the sight of the girl. 

These reflections flashed through his 
^ind with the electrical rapidity with 
^hich a drowning man sees all that he 
Hs done and all the aims which are still 
unachieved. But with wonderful self-pos- 
session he proceeded to prompt action. 
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Coolness and boldness mnst carry him 
through this crisis, as they had carried 
him through others. 

Drawing from his pocket a boatswain's 
whistle, he blew a shrill blast — such a blast 
as he would have blown had they been 
driving straight on to the rocks in a gale. 
The men rushed up from below. 

^ Signal to them to stop the engines, but 
to be ready to start at the first sign. Go 
you, steward, with a couple of your mates 
and bring Sir George on deck — carry him, 
if he is not able to walk.' 

In a few minutes the knight, sick, 
bewildered, and only half-dressed, was 
assisted on to the deck and placed on 
a seat beside Wardlaw at the prow. The 
latter had meanwhile hailed the first smack 
commandingly : 

* Stop, or I shall run you down, and the 
consequences be on your heads ! ' 

But even before he uttered this threat 
the two foremost smacks had lowered sail, 
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and with the help of oars had been brought 
almost to a stoppage near the yacht. The 
other boats were hovering about, the men 
apparently prepared for any emergency that 
might arise. 

Kenneth in his dripping garments stood 
fearlessly facing his enemy. Behind him 
was Milly, shivering, despite the tarpaulin 
which langNicol had thoughtfully wrapped 
round her. But she was shivering more 
from fear of the peril to which her lover 
was exposing himself than on account of 
any feeling of cold. 

Wardlaw, ignoring Kenneth, lifted his 
cap to Milly, and addressed her with 
an audacious air of considerate friend- 
ship : 

^ I am glad to see you safe, Miss Kerr. 
You gave us a few very anxious moments. 
The steps are being lowered, and you will 
be able to get on board immediately. I 
have directed your maid to have everything 
necessary in readiness for you in your cabin. 

VOL. III. 42 
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Your father will be most unhappy until he 
sees you safe on board.' 

' Miss Kerr does not return to your boat,' 

ft 

said Kenneth sternly. ' We wait here for 
Sir George to join us ; you are waited for 
in Aberdeen/ 

Wardlaw was startled by this reference 
to his appointment, but he showed no sign 
of uneasiness, for he had now recovered full 
possession of himself. 

* Sir George, you must exercise your 
authority,' he said with the utmost cool- 
ness. ' This daring young buccaneer evi- 
dently means to defy us.' 

' In the name of heaven, Milly, why do 
you shame me and degrade yourself in this 
way ?' cried the knight, in extreme agitation. 
' Come here at once. No harm can befall 
you so long as I am beside you.' 

' Father, father, come with us ! ' she 
answered imploringly; 'bo by my side 
here, where we are safe — not there, where 
we are both in danger.' 
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* Nonsense^ child ! what danger can there 
be with me ? I command you to come 
here at once, or you forfeit your place as 
my daughter. I will not be dishonoured 
in this way without making you suflfer the 
penalty of this mad conduct.' 

Milly was distracted. How was she to 
decide between father and lover ? 

Kenneth answered for her. 

' We are going to Craigness, Sir George/ 
he said calmly ; ' and if you will accom- 
pany us, you will there have explanations 
which will satisfy you that this course of 

r I 

conduct has been forced upon us for your 
own sake as well as for your daughter's.' 

' I am glad you* have informed me where 
you are to be found,' retorted Sir George 
fiercely ; * and the next time we meet it 
will be in a court of justice.' 

Kenneth bowed his head, but did not 
venture to speak again. 

* Oh, father, come with us !' pleaded the 
daughter. 

42—2 
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*I shall be with you soon enough, as 
you will find to your cost, both of you,' 
rejoined the angry father. 

He was really almost as much distracted 
as his daughter by the painful position in 
which they were placed ; but he scored it 
all up against Kenneth and the senility of 
Craigie. 

She rightly attributed it all to the 
knavery of Wardlaw, and the unfortunate 
infatuation of her parent. 

' We must go,' said Kenneth, in a low 
voice ; ^ it is useless to make any further 
attempt to persuade him. But do not be 
alarmed : they are going to Aberdeen ; and, 
see, there is one who will help him if he 
should need help.' 

By this time the second smack had been 
quietly rowed round to the steps which had 
been lowered for Milly's convenience, and 
Kenneth pointed to a man who was now 
nimbly ascending them. At the same time 
lang Nicol hoisted sail, his men took to 
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the oars, and they made away for Craig- 
ness Point. 

Cathcart was the man who had sprung 
out of the second boat ; and he advanced 
quickly along the deck of the yacht to the 
(Bnraged father. 

' I think, with your permission, I can be 
of some assistance to you. Sir George,' he 
said hastily ; * ay, and to you also, Ward- 
law, if you are not a greater fool than I 
take you to be.' 

* You have always been a most devoted 
friend of mine,' said Wardlaw, with a dry 
laugh ; * and, of course, any advice you 
may oflfer will be prompted by the best 
intentions. Therefore it shall have my 
best consideration.' 

But Sir George paid no heed to him — 
did not even understand what was being 
said; for, seeing Nicol Johnstone's boat 
moving rapidly away, he started to his feet 
and called loudly to his daughter to return. 
No attention was paid to his angry com- 
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mauds. Wind and tide were in the smack's 
fayonii the sail filled speedily, the men 
plied their oars lustily, and the progress 
was rapid. 

The knight sank again on the seat, 
exhausted by passion, grief, and some 
shame at the pitiable position in which he 
was placed by this conduct of his daughter, 
who now displayed as much obstinacy as 
himself. 

* Be calm, sir ; be calm, for heaven's 
sake!' said Wardlaw sympathetically; we 
can turn and follow them to Craigness 
Point ; we can overtake them, for that 
matter, if you like. But, if you will be 
guided by reason, you will admit that my 
plan is a better one.' 

^ What is it ?' asked the father, straining 
his eyes, now dimmed by emotion, in the 
direction of the boat, which was scudding 
merrily over the water. 

' In an hour we shall be in Aberdeen ; in 
another hour a pair of good horses will take 
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you easily to Craigness, and then you can 

have with you ' 

He whispered the remainder of the sen- 
tence in Sir George's ear. 

* Eight, right — ^that is the best course. 
I would have spared him had it been pos- 
sible; but this outrage puts all idea of 
mercy out of the question.' 

He spoke this resolutely, and his eyes 
brightened again with satisfaction at the 
suggestion which had been made to him. 
Grasping Wardlaw's arm for aid, he rose, 
muttering : 

* I will dress at once, and be ready to go 
on shore the moment we reach the quay/ 

Here Cathcart interposed. 

* Pardon me, Sir George. I too say, be 
calm. Miss Kerr has gone to her friends 
and yours at Craigness. They are waiting 
most anxiously for her, and they will take 
every care of her, as you are aware. But, 
before you ga below, I have things to ex- 
plain to you about Kenneth Gordon ' 
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Sir George glared at him. 

'I do not know, Mr. Cathcart, under 
what pretence you interfere in an affair 
which you cannot possibly understand/ 

* But permit me ' 

* I will not permit you or anyone to 
meddle with what concerns myself alone/ 
the knight again interrupted, and moved 
towards the staircase of the saloon. 

'Wait a few moments, Cathcart, and I 
shall be with you,' said Wardlaw ; ' I have 
no doubt our friend will hear you when he 
has had a little rest and some breakfast. 
You can see how much he has been upset/ 

With that he assisted the knight down 
to his cabin. There he gave him some tea 
with a little brandy, and advised him to 
take a rest for a quarter of an hour, when 
the steward would come to assist him with 
his toilet. 

Wardlaw left the cabin, gave the steward 
brief, instructions, about attending to . Sir 
George, and then ^ent for the matQ. 



A DESPERATE GAME. 73 

. The latter personage was a brawny fellow, 
who had been long in Wardlaw's service, 
and assumed full command during the 
absence of the master*. When on board 
Wardlaw always took command himself, for 
amongst other accomplishments he had ac- 
quired a considerable knowledge of naviga- 
tion. 

He knew that he could trust Dick 
Hershaw, the mate; for that worthy had 
got into trouble some time ago over an 
attempt to scuttle a ship ; he had no chance 
of re-entering the merchant-service, whilst 
he. had good pay and a comfortable time 
under his present master. 

After a few hurried directions, Dick 
nodded as if he understood what service 
was required of him, but scratched his 
shaggy, bullet J shaped head, evidently 
puzzled about something. 

* What is it V queried his master im- 
patiently. * My time is short — I must be 
in the city at noon.' 
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* Well, sir, this is it — where are we to 
take the lubber to ?' 

*To the devil, if you like Stop, 

Ijet me see. ... I have it — take him to 
Grimsey, and land him on any part of it. 
He won't get back in a hurry from that 
little island.' 

Hershaw nodded and grinned. 

'What a head you have for planning 
things, captain. Why, Grimsey is more'n 
twenty miles from Iceland ; there ain't 
more'n a hundred souls all told on the 
island, and they can't get even as far as 
Iceland more'n two or three times in the 
year.' 

* That's the place for him — wish we had 
the other fellow to bear him company. 
When you have landed him, alter the name 
of the yacht to the Rover. It's common 
enough, and will raise ho curiosity. Then 
make for Peterhead, where instructions will 
be waiting for you.' 

* All right, sir. But^- ' 
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He stopped, and again scratched his 
shaggy head as if puzzled. 

* Well, what is it now ?' 

* Well, sir, what about that wench there ? 
Are we to leave her likewise ?' 

With a jerk of the thumb over his 
shoulder, he mdicated the cabin where 
Smith still lay in terror of what was to 
happen when her perfidy was discovered by 
Milly. She had ventured to peep out once 
during the commotion overhead, and obtain 
a cup of tea from the steward. 

' No, you are not to leave her,' answered 
the master, ' but take her with you for the 
pleasure of the trip. I shall speak a few 
words to her which will make her content 
enough to go. But, mind, don't be rough 
with the girl. She did her best to serve 
me.' 

' Lord love you, sir, who'd think of such 
a thing ? Kot me.' 

* Very good. See that they are ready to 
start at full speed at the first signal, and you 
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go bang through the fishers if they don't 
clear out of the way/ 

* All right, sir.' 

* Then get your men down here, and be 
ready for us before he touches the floor of 
the saloon. Stop ; let me go up first — I'll 
prevent him seeing anything that is going 
on.' 

With that the master of the Merlin ^ which 
was to become the Eover, rejoined his quon- 
dam friend, Cathcart, who was impatiently 
pacing the deck. 

* Sorry to have kept you waiting,' said 
Wardlaw, in his smoothest accents ; ' but 
you see the poor old man is terribly cut up 
about this business, and I was obliged to 
make some efi'ort to calm him.' 

' * Will he listen to me for five minutes ?' 
asked Cathcart bluntly. He regarded with 
contempt the suavity of manner with which 
he was addressed, and was saying, mentally 
*—^ The fellow actually thinks he can hum- 
bug me !' 
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M have persuaded him that he ought to 
hear what you have to say, and he had 
agreed to do so after he has had a littlo 
rest.' 

' That's all right. I'll wait.' 

* Had yon not better come on to Aberdeen 
with us ? I should like you to do that ; 
for he means to drive straight on to Craig- 
ness, and as I am unable to accompany 
him, it would be a relief to iny mind if you 
did. There is no saying what mischief you 
may prevent by going with him. What do 
you say ?' 

Cathcart reflected. There was no ne- 
cessity for his immediate presence at Craig- 
ness ; on the other hand, it was important 
for everybody's sake that he should have 
the opportunity of giving Sir George full 
explanations of all he knew, and especially 
that he should be with him in the city* 
Besides, he wanted to send a telegram to 
Dunlarig, in order to relieve Mrs. Woodleigh 
of anxiety. : . ; • - f 
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* I will go with him. But look here, 
Wardlaw ; for old time's 6ake, I must again 
advise you not to go back to Aberdeen/ 

* You can explain why presently. Mean- 
while, had you not better tell the fisher-folk 
that they need not wait for you, and to 
warn their comrades we are about to start 
at full speed T 

Cathcart gave the necessary intimation 
to the men in the smack, which lay along- 
side waiting for him. They pushed oflf, and 
gave the signal to the other boats. There 
was a shrill warning whistle from the steam- 
pipe of the 3IerUn, and, as the screws 
revolved rapidly, she steered clear through 
the midst of the fishing-fieet. 

*Now,' said Wardlaw, as Cathcart re- 
turned to him, * will you tell me the mean- 
ing of your warning, which you have urged 
so earnestly upon me that I suppose there 
must be something in it ?' 

The curious transformation — perhaps it 
would be more correctly designated as de- 
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velopment — of Cathcart's character was 
never more distinctly revealed than on this 
occasion. And Wardlaw was conscious that 
the change was real. There was still good- 
nature expressed in the face, but there was 
an indication of power and resolution un- 
derlying it which had never been suspected 
by anyone who had known him in the old, 
rollicking, devil-may-care days. He looked 
steadily at his questioner as he slowly 
answered him : 

* Drafts have been drawn on the house 
of Kerr and Co. in the name of Kenneth 
Gordon to the amount; as I am informed, 
of nearly one hundred thousand pounds.' 

* He must have been doing a roaring 
trade to require such an enormous capital,* 
was the bland comment. 

* The bills were discounted in New York, 
London, Liverpool, Edinburgh, and Aber- 
deen. They were carefully spread, so that 
the largeness of the sum should not attract 
attention/ 
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' Well r 

The question was put with the utmost 
indifference, as if Wardlaw listened in cour- 
tesy, but was not interested. 

* The signature of the firm is genuine/ 
continued Cathcart slowly, and still gazing 
straight at his companion ; ^ it was ap- 
pended to blank forms, which Gordon was 
to fill up as necessity might arise. But 
the signature of Gordon is a forgery, and 
the forger is known. It is also known by 
what means he obtained possession of the 
forms/ 

Cathcart paused, expecting to see some 
symptom of uneasiness on Wardlaw's face ; 
instead of that, he saw a pleased smile. 

' Well, that is lucky for my future father- 
in-law, and consequently for me. But I 
do not see why that should interfere with 
my visit to Aberdeen. Come, old fellow, 
J am hungry. Let us go down to break- 
fast, and you can* tell me the rest over our 
chops. Everything is ready for qs below. 
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You go down and begin. I have only a 
word to speak to my lieutenant, and will 
join you in a minute.' 

Cathcart was not deceived by this per- 
fect assumption of calm indifference. He 
was satisfied that he had done all that was 
required of him on the score of their former 
friendship, and went below to breakfast. 

About half a mile out from the harbour 
of Aberdeen ihe Merlin stopped. A small 
boat was lowered, and Wardlaw, accom- 
panied by Sir George, was rowed to the 
shore. The small boat returned to the 
yacht, which immediately steamed away 
northward. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

THE RETURN. 

It was a very trying night for Mistress 
Babbie, all the more so that there was 
nothing she could do bat sit and wait. She 
tortured herself and her brother with vivid 
pictures of all the dreadful things that 
might have befallen the * bairn/ and every 
sound made her start up and go to the door 
to see if anyone was coming. 

By-and-by there was a longer silence 
than usual, and Craigie thought she was 
sleeping. 

' I think you should go to your bed lite 
a sensible woman, Babbie, and let me wait 
for Kenneth. Milly will no be here the 
nicht.' 
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' Gang to my bed, and my bairn may be 
crying to me, though I canna hear her! 
Pair lassie, ptiir lassie! Ilka time the 
wind gies a songh I think it's her sabbin\ 
Man, I thought you'd ha'en mair heart than 
bid me gang to my bed. I'd rather be 
walking on the road to Dunlarig, and maybe 
fa' in wi' her.' 

"Deed, Babbie, you will do nae sic 
foolish thing. She is safe enough, though 
she is not where she would like to be. 
Walking will not take you till her the 
night. You would need to soom, and 
you're no clerer at that. You may be sure 
Kenneth will not let her slip through his 
fingers without a fight ; and if Cathcart's 
news be true, the lad will have a good 
chance.' 

*Ay, ay, maybe. But I'm no by any 
means so sure as you that Milly has been 
got on to the yacht. Guid save's, man I 
do you think a lassie wi' a speerit like hers 
would let hersel' be ta en aboard sae easily 

43—2 
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\vhen she had made np her mind no to gang ? 
She is mair like to hae jnmpit out o' the 
carriage on the road, and maybe she'll hae 
hurt herser badly, even if she escapit wi' 
the life. Od, if I had a grip o' that man, 
Wardlaw, I wonldna gie niuckle for's e'en. 
The murderin' hypocrite ! Hoo Sir 
George can let himseF be made sic a 
fale o' passes my comprehension/ 

^Fuir Geordie; I am doubting he has 
lost his head a'thegither/ 

^Lost his head indeed!' ejaculated Babbie 
contemptuously. * The doited body never 
had muckle head to lose. He has just gane 
aff his feet wi' pride, and if it wasna for 
Milly I would be glad to see him without a 
penny piece to call his ain. If he had to 
work for his daily bread he wouldna have 
sae muckle time to waste making friends wi' 
trashy fowk.' 

* I think you are no so far wrang there. 
Babbie,' said Craigie, nodding his head. 

Babbie felt the better for her little out- 
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barst, and there was quietness again for a 
time. But presently she saw Craigie 
shivering, and jumped up, exclaiming : 

* The nicht is chilly after the storm. I'll 
light the fire, and get a cup 0' tea, that'll 
warm us and put some life intull's.' 

* Ay, so it will, and I think you might 
open the shutters soon and get up some o' 
the queans, for there is no saying how soon 
ttB lads may be back, and they will be ready 
'^r their breakfasts, I'se warrant/ 

The worst was over for Mistress Babbie 
^ow that she could bustle about her house- 
hold concerns. She became more hopeful 
as the daylight increased, while it was 
Craigie's turn to be despondent. His 
fear was that Wardlaw, disregarding his 
appointment in Aberdeen, would have had 
the sense to get far away out of reach of 
Kenneth's pursuit. 

Lang Nicol Johnstone's boat swept 
bravely round the Point into the little 
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bay. The morning mist had cleared away 
before the victorious sun, and under his 
glow the dancing waters flashed many 
dazzling hues in Milly's eyes. 

Johnstone stood by the sail ready to let 
it drop when they were near enough to the 
shore for the impetus to carry the smack 
well up the beach; two men continued to 
ply the oars sturdily, and the third was at 
the helm, his eyes fixed on the little cove 
into which they were to run. 

* Now then, lads,' he shouted suddenly, 
^ a gweed pull and in she goes." 

A responsive * Yohoy ' from the men as 
they put an extra strain on the oars — down 
went the sail, and presently the keel sounded, 
musically in Milly's ears, on the shingle. 

Kenneth was over the side in a moment, 
and, standing up to the knees in the water, 
lifted Milly out, and carried her to the dry 
beach. 

* Come up to the house when you are 
ready, Johnstone, and bring the lads with 
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you/ said Kenneth ; * we owe you all more 
than you can guess/ 

* Oh, never fash your head about us the 
noo. Take care o' the leddy/ was the gruff 
but good-natured reply* 

And Kenneth followed his counsel. 

* Now, Milly, I could carry you, but, you 
know, the safest thing for you to do is to 
keep warm by running as fast as you can 
to the house/ 

She nodded, and showed that she under- 
stood him by starting at once up the steep 
winding path. She had often, for mere 
pleasure, made this ascent with the speed 
of an antelope; but now her limbs were 
stiff, and their movements hindered by her 
wet garments, so that she was obliged to 
accept the aid of Kenneth's hand. But 
when they reached the height she was able 
to run at a fair pace towards Craigness 
House. 

The table was spread with a substantial 
breakfast, and Babbie, now rendered cheerful 
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by activity, had overcome her fears and was 
trying to combat Oraigie's despondent view 
of things, when she heard the sonnd of 
some one running towards the house. 

* There's somebody now. Losh keep 
me ! It's my bairn hersel', and Kenneth 
running wi' her as if the deil himsel' was 
after them.' 

Out of the house rushed the delighted 
Mrs. Babbie, and caught Milly almost 
fainting in her arms. 

* Eh, lassie, but I'm blithe to see yon. 
But mercy on us, you have been i' the 
water. That's a fine way to begin to take 
care of her, Kenneth ! Think shame o' 
yoursel*. Come away at once, Milly; you 
maun get into your bed, or it will be the 
death of you. Craigie, see that Kenneth 
changes his clothes,' shouted Babbie, without 
waiting to hear anything. 

In a few minutes the unresisting Milly 
was undressed, bathed, and rolled in warm 
blankets. In spite of hot-water bottles, 
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warm drinks, and all loving attention, the 
poor girl continued to shiver, while her 
hands were dry and her eyes unnaturally 
bright. 

The anxious nurse noted these ominous 
symptoms, and communicated her alarm to 
her brother and Kenneth. The latter had 
swallowed Craigie's prescription of whisky, 
and had obeyed orders as to changing 
clothes and taking breakfast, and he now 
felt none the worse for his unexpected 
swim. Hearing how matters were with 
Milly, he determined to ride oflf immediately 
and bring back Dr. Farquhar, one of the 
most distinguished medical men of Aber- 
deen. 

This Dr. Farquhar was still a young 
man — he had not yet reached his fortieth 
year ; but if his age had been measured by 
his scientific attainments and reputation, he 
might have been eighty. Many people 
wondered why he did not seek in London 
the wider sphere of action and the higher 
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emolument to which his skill entitled him. 
To this he had a simple answer ; his native 
city aiSbrded him a sufficient income, and 
at the same time allowed him leisure to 
pursue his investigations into the diseases 
of the nervous system, to which he had 
specially devoted his life. 

He had been attracted to Kenneth while 
the latter was at College, and although 
they did not meet often, a warm friendship 
existed between them. 

From Kenneth's description of Milly's 
case, Dr. Farquhar discovered that it was 
one of special interest to iiim, and throwing 
everything else aside, he accompanied his 
friend with all haste to see the patient. 

A brief examination of Milly confirmed 
the opinion he had arrived at from the 
details of the events through which she 
had passed. There was great nervous 
prostration, complicated by a degree of 
feverishness which threatened most serious 
consequences, unless the youth of the 
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patient, aided by the most carefal nursing, 
shoidd pnll her through. 

His face expressed nothing beyond 
kindly interest, and his words suggested 
nothing more to the patient than that she 
had caught a slight cold and must keep in 
bed for a few days. He administered a 
sedative from a small case which he always 
carried when summoned any distance from 
the city, and hoped to see her much better 
when he returned. 

Mistress Babbie had been watching his 
face most anxiously all the time, and was 
greatly relieved to observe that he looked so 
pleasant. But when she followed him into 
her brother's room, where Oraigie and 
Kenneth were waiting, she felt as if some- 
thing had caught her breath, she was so 
frightened by the change in his expression. 

* Well, doctor T queried Kenneth eagerly. 

^ I must ask you not to alarm yourselves,' 
said Dr. Farquhar quietly, but in a grave 
tone ; ' at the same time I must tell you 



92 heart's delight. 

that the case is not so simple as it looks. 
This lady has been suffering a mental 
strain, under which I should not have been 
surprised to see a strong man break down. 
Had it been continued a few hours longer, I 
should have considered the case hopeless." 

* Good God !' exclaimed Kenneth in 
bewilderment ; ^ I was not prepared for this.' 

^ Stop a minute, Gordon,' said his friend 
kindly ; * I think we have caught the evil 
in the nick of time, and with youth and 
absolute repose on her side I believe she 
will be well as ever in a few months. But, 
understand, it is not medicine that can save 
her, but absolute repose of mind. She should 
be, if possible, at once assured that she is 
safe from all future attempts at coercion 
in the matter which has been explained to 
me. If they are renewed, the result will be 
fatal to her reason, if not to her life.' 

This was spoken so gently that anyone 
hearing the voice and not seeing the face of 
the speaker would have imagined that he 
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was only giving an ordinary piece of 
information. 

' Mercy on us^ and this is her ain father's 
doing !' ejaculated Babbie, grief and anger 
in her voice. 

' She must be saved,' muttered Craigie, 
his thin lips closed tightly. 

* She %}will be saved,' said Kenneth 
fiercely. 

As they were speaking a servant opened 
the door and announced — 

* Sir George Kerr.' 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

OYEBBULED. 

The sudden appearance of the Enight of 
Dnnlarig produced a different impression 
upon each of the four persons who had 
heen at that moment discussing a matter 
of vital importance to him. 

Dr. Farquhar's first glance was one of 
polite indifference ; his second one of 
professional interest and curiosity. He 
saw what was suspected hy two of the 
others, although it was not yet plain to 
them — the man was breaking down under 
some cerebral disorder that was even more 
dangerous than his daughter's ailment, 
although the effects might be slower in 
development. 
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Kenneth regarded him defiantly, prepared 
to meet him with a direct charge of de- 
ception, of winning gratitude nnder false 
pretences, which merited the contempt of 
every honest man — ^prepared to charge him 
with a deliberate attempt to wreck the 

■ 

happiness of his own child. But this 
fierce humour was instantly transformed 
into one of pity and anxiety when he 
looked more closely at Sir George, and saw 
how feeble he seemed to be. Then he 
remembered that he was Milly's father, 
and hastily placed an arm-chair for him. 

The Knight sank into the chair exhausted, 

• 

but he did not show any symptom of 
recognising the person who had placed it 
for him. 

Craigie gave a slight start of amazement, 
for although he expected that his partner 
would come to Craigness to claim his 
daughter, he had no idea that it would 
have been possible for him to arrive so 
soon. 
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Babbie, the moment his name was an- 
nounced, was ready to greet him with a 
very emphatic * bit of her mind/ but, as 
she said afterwards, ' the creature looked 
that ^^disjaskit" that no' a word would 
come out o' my mou'.' 

Sir George was visibly making a strong 
effort to bear himself with composure and 
firmness; but he was still suffering from 
the effects of his experiences on board the 
Merlin; and suffering still more from the 
new disappointment which he had encountered 
in Aberdeen. He held his head up stiffly ; 
but his shoulders were contracted and his 
body bent. He who had so long borne 
himself erect, with the complaisant self- 
assurance of one whose prosperity is beyond 
the reach of misfortune, had become a 
decrepit old man. Still, . he was neatly 
dressed, and there were signs that a reserve 
of strength remained to him, which only 
required some slight stimulus of passion to 
bring it forth. 
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He had come to Danlarig alone. He 
had expected to come with constables, and 
a warrant for the arrest of Kenneth 
Gordon. That was the prospect which 
had induced him at Wardlaw's suggestion 
to go on to Aberdeen, instead of pursuing 
his daughter straight to Craigness. 

Being well known to the Procurator- 
Fiscal, to the sheriffs, and the civic magis* 
trates, he anticipated no difficulty in ob- 
taining the warrant on the grave charge 
which he now determined to bring against 
Kenneth. Wardlaw did not suspect that 
there could be any doubt of his obtaining 
it at once, and had made his private calcu- 
lations accordingly. 

He was, however, unable to accompany 
Sir George to the Fiscal's office, having, as 
he said, an appointment with the principal 
witness in support of his claim to the 
Earldom of Benvoir. He promised, as soon 
aff this business was done, to follow his 
friend to Dunlarig. 

VOL. III. 44 
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Taking the manager of the Aberdeen 
house with him, Sir George proceeded to 
call on the Fiscal. He was received by 
that gentleman with the cordial courtesy 
which was due to him on account of his 
position and his numerous benefactions to 
the city. . 

When Sir George had explained the 
object of his visit, he was astounded to 
learn that information regarding the drafts 
had been already placed in the Fiscal's 
hands. 

' As we understand it,' the Fiscal ex- 
plained, ' the blank bills, bearing the signa- 
ture of your house, were stolen from Mr. 
Gordon on the night when an attempt was 
made to blow up him and his office with 
dynamite.' 

* Stolen from him ! — ^blown up with 
dynamite ! It is an invention and nothing 
more.' 

* The bills were filled up,' continued the 
Fiscal calmly, *and Mr. Gordon's name 
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forged on them. The proofs of the truth 
of this statement are very strong ; and we 
are at present only awaiting the arrival of 
a gentleman who can swear to the penman- 
ship, and identify the person who dis- 
counted one at least of the bills, in order to 
arrest the forger. The man has been 
followed from London by Inspector Dier of 
Scotland Yard, who is now in the city, 

having graver charges even than forgery 

against him.* 
' Who is the man T 

* You must excuse me, Sir George,' repUed 
the Fiscal, with a bland smile, ' but at 
present I am not at liberty to answer 
your question.' 

' Then can I not have the man who, I 
say, has defrauded me arrested ?' 

* I should be guilty of gross indiscretion 

if, with the information now before me, I 

consented to the arrest of Mr. Gordon ; and, 

allow me to add, Sir George, you would 

incur a most grave responsibility.' 

44—2 
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* I am prepared to accept the responsi- 
bility,' said Sir George stubbornly. 

* Then you compel me to do what I 
should have heen glad to avoid doing — 
that is, refuse absolutely to comply with 
your request. Mr. Gordon is in the 
country, and we have substantial guarantees 
that he will come here whenever he is 
required. I regret extremely that I should 
appear to be disobliging in any matter which 
you bring before me. But it cannot be 
helped, and it is my conviction that I am 
doing the best for your interests, Sir 
George, although you may not at present 
think so.' 

This was a severe blow, and the already 
overstrung nerves seemed to snap under it. 
The excitement of the idea that it was in 
his power to punish Kenneth instantly for 
his base ingratitude by casting him into 
prison, and through him to punish Milly 
for her disobedience, had enabled Sir George 
to overcome physical weakness for the time ; 
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but the disappointment which he now ex- 
perienced deprived him of strength. He, 
the most prominent merchant of his native 
city — ^he, whose labours had contributed so 
Dauch to the prosperity of that city — ^he 
could not obtain the assistance of the police 
in arresting a malefactor unless he could 
produce evidence that the arrest was 
justifiable I He, whose word was good 
for thousands of pounds, could not obtain 
credit for the simple statement that he had 
been defrauded, and was within his rights 
in demanding the immediate committal of 
the criminal to gaol. It was monstrous. 
It was an outrageous insult. 

He left the office of the Procurator-Fiscal 
leaning heavily on the arm of his manager. 
The latter — Longmuir ^by name — had not 
been privileged to have much private 
intercourse with the head of the firm, 
although he was regarded by the junior 
partner, Craigie, as a friend. Mr. Long- 
muir was a middle-aged man, gifted with 
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much shrewd common-sense. He perceived 
that his principal was in a worse plight than 
he imagined, and asked leave to accompany 
him to Craigness. ' 

* It is quite unnecessary, Mr. Longmuir^ 
thank you/ said Sir George coldly. * Tell 
them to get a carriage from Douglas's, with 
a couple of horses, so that we may drive 
to Dunlarig without having to return to 
Aberdeen/ 

Mr. Longmuir obeyed, and the knight 
drove away alone, reaching Craigness in a 
weak, dispirited condition, sustained only 
by the fixed idea that he should compel 
Milly to return home forthwith, and at no 
distant date force on her marriage with 
Wardlaw. 

There was silence in the room for a few 
minutes after he sank on the chair, and the 
pause was beneficial to him. 

' I am glad you have come,' said Craigie 
in a kindly way, and breaking the silence 
which was* becoming oppressive to him, 
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*for now we can get things put to 
rights/ 

Sir George made an effort to sit upright, 
and looked with glassy eyes fixedly at his 
old friend. 

^ I understand that my daughter is here/ 
he said coldly. 

^ She is that/ hroke in Mistress Babhie 
briskly, ' and like to bide here for a while/ 

Sir George replied to the observation as 
if it had been made by Craigie, on whom 
he kept his eyes fixed, much to the dis- 
comfort of that poor man. 

* I have come to take her home/ 

^ 'Deed, you'll do naething of the kind, 
unless it's your pleasure to wait or she be 
fit for travelling. Vow me, man ! would 
you murder the bairn outright? If you 
mean that, we mean to hinder you.^ 

^ I have come to take my daughter home,^ 
repeated Sir George, now with some firm- 
ness, and still addressing Craigie. * Where 
is she r 
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* In her bed, pnir thing, thanks to you 
and that deil's buckle you hae lost your wits 
about/ answered the now irate Babbie. 

^ I request that my daughter shall be 
instantly informed that I am waiting for 
her. If she is ill, the proper place for her 
is her father's house.' 

'And a bonnie house you hae made it 
for her/ said Babbie contemptuously. * But 
you had better say a word till him, Dr. 
Farquhar ; the body is clean demented.' 

Dr. Farquhar advanced a step nearer to 
Sir George, and- spoke in a quiet but 
decisive tone. 

* I think my name is known to you, Sir 
George, and you will not doubt that in 
interfering with your natural wish to have 
Miss Kerr at home, I do so with a full sense 
of the responsibility involved.' 

The knight turned his glassy eyes on the 
speaker, stared hard at him, and by-and-by 
seemed to comprehend who he was and what 
he was saying. 
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. * Well ?' was the only word he uttered, 

* I have been called to see your daughter. 
I find her in such a state of nervous prostra- 
tion that for you to see her, or attempt to 
remove her at present, would be not only 
rash, but positively dangerous.' 

Sir George slowly turned his eyes again 
upon Craigie. 

* Will you, as this is your house, give 
orders that my daughter is to be taken 
down to the carriage which is waiting, or 
^tist I seek the assistance of the authorities 
\^ compel you to do so Y 

Br. Farquhar interrupted : 
' ' I am obliged to give you this solemn 
yearning, sir : If you remove the lady you 
Wust take the whole responsibility of. the 
consequences. My duty is done when I 
tell you that toy conviction as a profes- 
sional man is that the least excitement in 
her present critical condition will imperil 
her life.' 

With that the physician seemed, meta- 
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phorically, to wash his hands of the whole 
affair, and would have left the room, hut 
that Kenneth, laying a hand on his shoulder^ 
said: 

* Stay, for our sakes/ 

* I will stay,' answered the doctor, in an 
undertone, * hut I can do no good. The 
man is clearly suffering under some mono* 
mania, and ought to be taken care of by 
his friends/ 

^Geordie, Geordie,' groaned Craigie, 
* will you no pay any heed to what is 
told you? The poor bairn is at death's 
door, a' through you trying to force her to 
take that man. Can you no hearken to 
reason ? Wait only for a month, and you 
will thank God for setting your plans 
agee.' 

Again there was a painful silence in the 
room* Sir George appeared to be slowly 
realizing the full meaning of the doctor's 
warning, but he did not seem to pay any 
heed to Craigie's appeal. The latter spoke 



OVERRULED. 107 

again, frightened by the utter absence of 
intelligence in his partner's face. 

* If you could only take a rest for a wee 
while, I would explain everything to you, 
and satisfy you that we are your true 
friends.' 

The man was still insensible to the 
voice of friendship, and yet he addressed 
Dr. Farquhar with unexpected perspi- 
cuity. 

' I accept your word for it, Dr. Far- 
quhar, that my child cannot be moved at 
present without danger,' he said, each word 
being uttered with difficulty. *Will you 
pledge yourself to have her taken home at 
the first moment the journey may be safely 
undertaken T 

* Certainly/ 

* Then will you do me the further favour 
of coming to see me at my place to- 
morrow Y 

Kenneth pressed the doctor's arm appeal- 

ingly. 



to8 HEARTHS DEUGHT. 

* I shall call on you at Dunlarig to- 
morrow/ said Dr. Farquhar courteously. 

* Enough. I trust to you to enable me 
;to save my child from the folly she medi- 
tated/ 

He rose, but he seemed so feeble that 
JBLenueth offered to assist him ; but Sir 
George moved him aside, and accepting the 
doctor's arm, was led back to the carriage. 
As soon as he was seated, the coachman 
was directed to drive straight to Dun-" 
larig. Craigie was greatly distressed by 
what he had seen, and muttered repeatedly 
to himself, ^ Oh, that I should hae lived to 
see this day !' Babbie's wrath was gone. 
As soon as she saw that Sir George was 
helplessly ill, she was speechless with 
sorrow, on Milly's account chiefly. 

^ It is one of the clearest cases of mono- 
mania I have ever seen,' observed Dr. 
Farquhar, when he re-entered the room* . 

* But what are we to do for him V in- 
quired Craigie. 
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' Keep him as quiet as possible until we 
can discover the means of overruling his 
fixed idea or of dispelling it altogether. If 
there were anyone who had strong influence 
over him ' 

* I know the man !' exclaimed Kenneth, 
with brightening face. * The Chevalier has 
more influence with him even than Ward- 
law. I know where to find him, and when 
he learns what has happened he will go to 
Dunlarig at once.' 



CHAPTER XLVII. 

CONCENTRATION OP THE FORCES. 

Mrs. Woodleigh was in some respects a 
sensible woman. So she did not think it 
necessary to abide by the declaration that 
she would not rest until assured of Milly's 
safe arrival at Craigness. As soon as Cath- 
cart had ridden away she prepared to make 
arrangements for spending the night in 
comfort. 

By judicious bribes to the inner man and 
promises of undisturbed morning slumbers, 
she prevailed on two of the men-servants to 
share a watch during the night in order to 
be ready to receive Mr. Cathcart if he 
should return. The men accepted her 
favours, and as soon as she retired settled 
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themselves comfortably in easy-chairs, in 
which they slept soundly. Thus they 
gamed all the advantages of having 
rendered her a special service, whilst they 
suffered little real inconvenience. 

Having arranged that matter satis- 
factorily, Mrs. Woodleigh retired to her 
room, well content with the result of the 
day. By this time Milly had taken a 
secondary place in her thoughts. She had 
done her duty in sending such a gallant 
cavalier in search of her ; and Sir George's 
wrath did not seem so terrible, now that 
she had a powerful protector to support and 
console her. 

She determined to compose her mind 
with the aid of a favourite feminine remedy 
for disturbed nerves, and to endeavour to 
have a good night's sleep, so that if her 
squire should^ return in the early morning 
lie might find her refreshed and ready to 
receive him. For although it is the privi- 
lege of young heroines to go through in- 
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numerable trials and pass many sleeplesd 
nights, with the result that their charms 
are enhanced rather than diminished^ ladies 
more advanced in years can hardly ex- 
pect, after having spent a wakeful night; 
to look ' fresh as roses bathed in morning 
dew/ 

At any rate, Mrs. Woodleigh was not so 
rash as to try the experiment ; for, though 
her fish was landed, he was not so far from 
the water but that a struggle and a leap 
might take him back again. 

She was not a little surprised, on awaken- 
ing at an unusually late hour in the morning, 
to learn that there had been no arrival and 
no message. 

Being well satisfied with herself, how- 
ever, she was inclined to take the most 
agreeable view of things, and came to the 
conclusion that, having found Milly safe at 
Craigness, and having been hospitably 
pressed to stay the night, Cathcart had 
yielded to the temptation of comfort, and 



CONCENTRATION OF THE FORCES. 113 

accepted the invitation. Doubtless he 
would hurry back to Dunlarig after break- 
fast. 

Of course it would have been more 
flattering to her vanity if his devotion had 
been strong enough to enable him to resist 
the temptation ; but she could sympathize 
with human weakness. Men and women 
were not supposed to behave like love-sick 
children or poets. 

But as the forenoon advanced, the good 
lady began to feel somewhat uneasy. She 
would be obliged to start soon if she was to 
be in Aberdeen at the time Sir George had 
appointed; and she could not go without 
having something definite to tell him about 
his daughter in the event of the letter Milly 
had promised to write not having reached 
him. Finally, she decided not to go at all, 
and so leave the knight to expend his wrath 
on some one else. 

With a happy indifference to troubles 
which did not presi3 immediately upon her— 

VOL. III. 45 
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an indiflference which is given only to those 
who are deprived of the pains and joys of 
imagination — she turned to a more agreeable 
and practical subject of consideration. 
Cathcart would be sure to arrive in time for 
luncheon. So she gave particular attention 
to its preparation, and it was only when 
the dainties she had ordered had been 
awaiting the consumer for several hours 
that she' began to feel dismayed and to fear 
that some serious accident had befallen 
Milly or Cathcart. 

At one moment she was indignant with 
him for keeping her in such a state of 
suspense, when at least he might have sent 
a messenger to relieve her mind if he could 
not come himself. The next moment she 
was inclined to become frantic with tenor 
at the thought of what might have happened, 
and conjured up all the commonplace 
accidents to which those who travel in the 
night are exposed. Perhaps he had been 
thrown by his horse, or struck by lightnings 
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or had been attacked by robbers and 
murdered I Who could tell ? 

She was feeling quite exhausted by the 
alternations of hope and despair, sorrow and 
anger, through which she had passed, when 
there was the sound of carriage wheels 
whirling rapidly along the avenue. She 
started to her feet excitedly. The brave 
Laird of Airdcluny had persuaded Milly to 
come home with him. 

The carriage stopped. The door of the 
drawing-room opened, and to her astonish- 
ment, not unmingled with consternation, 
the master of Dunlarig entered, leaning 
heavily on the arm of the butler. 

This was dreadful. He must have 
driven all the way from the city — ^for there 
was no train at that hour — ^to see why she 
had failed to bring his daughter to him. 

Her usual self-possession forsook her, 
and she was tempted to hide from the 
coming storm. To her amazement Sir 
George tottered over to the couch, lay 

45—2 
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down, and asked faintly for some brandy 
and water. The bntler^ having supplied 
his master as directed, looked inquiringly 
at Mrs. Woodleigh. 

^ You can leave the room/ she said in a 
whisper, * but be within call/ 

She passed noiselessly to the side of the 
couch, and took the empty glass from Sir 
George's hand. He had closed his eyes, 
and was breathing heavily. 

After observing him for a few seconds 
with some fear, but, to her credit, be it 
said, with more anxiety now on his account 
than her own, she spoke — 

'I wish you would tell me what has 
happened, Sir George. You look very ill, 
and you frighten me.' 

The heavy breathing ceased, and, without 
looking at her, he entered into an in- 
coherent account of the events of the day. 
Whatever wrathful sentiments he might 
have entertained towards his daughter's 
careless guardian were for the time ex- 
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tingaished in the immediate satisfaction of 
having found a sympathetic Ustener and 
attendant. 

Mrs. Woodleigh could make little of his 
iragmentary narrative ; but she understood 
that Milly was at Craigness, and, so far, 
her mind was relieved. She was not 
certain how much of what he told her was 
founded on fact, and how much was 
delusion, resulting from too much strong 
liquor — she was sure that he had been 
drinking heavily. 

She was mistaken, for he had been, as 
usual, abstemious during the day ; but the 
remains of the preceding night's excess, 
combined with the terrible mental excite- 
ment through which he had passed, produced 
a condition so closely resembling intoxica- 
tion as to deceive any eye but that of a 
skilful physician like Dr. Farquhar. 

It was some time before she ventured to 
ask the question which was uppermost in 
her mind. At length, however: 
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* Did you — did you see Mr. Cathcart at 
Graigness Y she faltered out. 

Sir George started and opened his eyes 
wide. The name revived all his passion of 
the morning, although at first he had for- 
gotten all about his encounter with the 
Laird of Airdcluny. 

* Yes, I saw him on board the yacht, but 
that was all. I was told he went ashore 
in the fishing boat which brought him to 
us. I suppose he is at Craigness or at 
home by this time.' 

* On board the yacht !' exclaimed Mrs. 
Woodleigh, much perplexed, and fancying 
that this must be some new aberration of 
the knight's mind. * What was Mr. Cath« 
cart doing on the yacht T 

Sir George sat up and glared at her. 

*Damn Mr. Cathcart!' he roared, and 
then fell back, seeming to go to sleep almost 
immediately, and the heavy breathing began, 
again. 

The. startled lady wished she had left her 
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question unasked. She went quietly out 
of the room and instructed the butler, who 
was waiting in the hall, to attend upon his 
master. 

She did not know what to think or what 
to do. After some painful cogitation, she 
despatched John to Airdcluny to inquire 
about its master. He brought back the 
unsatisfactory information that the laird 
had not been seen or heard of since the 
previous night. 

On the whole, Mrs. Woodleigh was 
pleased by this news ; it showed that he 
had not slighted her by going home without 
seeing her. 

She next sent her faithful messenger to 
Craigness with a note for Milly and another 
for Mrs. Babbie, describing the condition in 
which Sir George had reached home. But 
her special injunctions were that John was 
to find out at the house and from the fisher 
folk when the missing laird had been last 
seen, and where. 
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John returned late with the report that 

Cathcart had remained on board the Merlin^ 

» 

that Milly was lying dangerously ill at 
Craigness House, and that Kenneth Gordon 
was there too, having unexpectedly arrived 

from America. He brought a further mes- 

■ 

sage from Mrs. Babbie to the eflfect that Sir 
George's health was in a perilous condition, 
and would require great care, and Dr. 
Farquhar would see him on the following 
day. 

This information made it clear to her 
that when she imagined poor Sir George 
was raving under the influence of drink he 
« had been speaking of facts in the excite- 
ment of fever. She determined to see 
to his comforts forthwith. 

But what, in the name of all that was 
wonderful, could Cathcart mean by staying 
on board the yacht ? He could not so soon 
have repented the step he had taken; it 
was not credible that he meditated oflfering 
her the greatest insult to which a woman 
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<;aii be subjected. It was equally impro- 
bable that, after what he had said about 
Wardlaw, he could have gone on a cruise 
with that person for pleasure. 

She was quite bewildered by the conflict- 
ing ideas which these suppositions engen- 
dered. She was doomed to experience still 
further bewilderment in the course of the 
evening. 

On kindly purposes intent, she went 
again to Sir George, who was still in the 
drawing-room. Both the butler and the 
footman were with him now. The former 
whispered to her anxiously : 

* I think we ought to have a doctor. He 
is very queer. He will not have anything 
to eat, and he does not speak except to ask 
if Mr. Wardlaw has come and to demand 
more champagne, and it has gone to his 
head.' 

She laid her finger on her Ups as a sign 
that he was to be silent, and took a seat 
by the side of the couch. 
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* I have come to say, Sir George ' — she 
spoke very softly — * that dinner has been 
waiting a long time. Will you not allow 
us to bring you something here, if you do 
not care to go into the dining-room T 

*Aha, that is you, Mrs, Woodleigh. I 
thought you, too, had deserted me. Glad 
to find myself mistaken. As for dinner^ 
thank you — nothing until the Earl arrives.' 

' The Eari ?' 

*Yes — you know — ^Wardlaw. He pro- 
mised to be here some time this evening.' 

He spoke impatiently, as if annoyed thai 
she did not understand all that had been 
passing through his mind. 

* Mr, Wardlaw ! I thought he was away 
somewhere in his yacht,' ejaculated the poor 
lady, more puzzled than ever about the 
conduct of her swain. 

* I tell you he promised to be here this 
evening, and the Earl always keeps his 
word. Give me another glass, Camp- 
bell.' 
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The butler poured out another glass of 
champagne and gave it to his master, but 
in spite of his stolid manner it was plain 
that he did not think it was good for 
him. 

Finding that neither coaxing nor reason- 
ing could prevail upon Sir George to take hia 
dinner or to go to bed, Mrs. Woodleigh 
was about to take the butler's advice and 
send for the local doctor, when a smirking 
housemaid opened the door and beckoned 
to her mysteriously. 

' A gentleman in the parlour wants to see 
you for a minute before he goes in to the 
master,' said the girl. 

Mrs. Woodleigh's heart bounded with 
pleasure and relief. She had only one idea 
as to the person who had arrived — it was 
Cathcart, of course. She rushed into the 
room, prepared to fall into his arms with 
effusive thankfulness, but she stopped with 
a little exclamation of disappointment when, 
she saw Wardlaw. 
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* Where is Mr, Cathcart ?' were her first 
words. 

The question itself, and the tone of 
chagrin in which it was expressed, told the 
whole story to Wardlaw. * Oho, this is 
where he has gathered his information,' 
thought he ; ' the woman, as usual, has 
played the traitor. Poor fool !' 

He was amused by the weakness which 
had revealed her whole secret to him in one 
phrase, and it served his purpose to make 
her think that Cathcart had gone away in 
order to avoid her. 

* Mr. Cathcart,' he said, with feigned 
surprise, *why should you ask me about 
him?' 

^ I — I wanted to know — that is, he had 
an engagement — I mean he promised to be 
here,' the poor widow stammered confusedly, 
* and we expected him.' 

* That's curious,' said Wardlaw medita- 
tively. * He told me that he had particular 
reasons for wishing to get out of the way 



CONCENTRATION OF THE FORCES. 125 

for a time, and as I had no use for my yacht 
dnring the next month or so, he asked me 
to lend her to him, and he has sailed away, 
the Lord knows where. He is a most 
eccentric fellow, and one never knows 
whether he means what he says or not/ 

^ Oh, indeed !' was the response. 

That ' Oh, indeed !' is a most useful 
phrase ; it means anything, and yet nothing, 
and is of the utmost value to anyone, 
especially to a woman when in doubt as to 
what should be said next. Mrs. Woodleigh 
was bitterly chagrined, but she was not 
going to show that to one with whom she 
had been to some extent formerly a con- 
federate. 

* That is so, I assure you,' he said with 
a smile ; * I have known him for a long 
time now, and I have never known anyone 
regarding whom the old saying of our 
country folk was so applicable — that is, 
that " he is not safe to ride the water upon."^ 
But, my dear Mrs. Woodleigh, I trust you 
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have no special reason for being interested 
in his movements/ 

' Oh, none at all — ^not the least in the 
^orld/ she rejoined, suppressing a fit of 
hysterics by a supreme effort of will. 

' I am glad of that — very glad/ he said 
impressively ; * but had there been any 
reason for it, I need not say that you would 
liave found me ready to serve you, and I 
«hould have been able to serve you eflfectually 
in any transaction with Cathcart. I helped 
him over many ditches and advanced him 
large sums of money — occasionally when it 
was most inconvenient for myself, for, you 
know, I am not yet in possession of my 
estate. I must do him justice by telling 
you that he honourably refunded the money 
as soon as he came into his fortune. But 
when the favours were granted, neither he 
nor I expected that his father would leave 
liim anything, so that I presume he has still 
some feeling of gratitude for my timely 
assistance/ 
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Poor Mrs. Woodleigh was distracted. 
Here was Wardlaw speaking most kindly of 
€athcart, and she remembered how con- 
temptuously Cathcart had spoken about 
Wardlaw. Could it be possible that she 
had been utterly deceived in her estimate of 
the character of the man who had obtained 
her promise to be his wife ? Had he spoken 
to her about Wardlaw under the influence 
of the meanest of all human weaknesses — 
spiteful ingratitude for favours received ? 
She did not like the thought, and turned 
from it hastily. 

She explained with as much brevity as 
possible the condition of Sir George, told 
Wardlaw that he was waiting for him, and 
urged him to go to the drawing-room at 
once, in order to see what should be done. 

' I was afraid that something of this sort 
would happen,' said Wardlaw composedly, 
' and it is a pity that Miss Eerr was not 
brought home, for her presence would have 
kept him quiet. But do not alarm your- 
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self. I shall be here until he recovers, and 
I have no doubt of being able to control 
him. . Perhaps you had better tell him now 
of my arrival/ 



CHAPTER XLVIII. 

ON THE BBINE. 

Wardlaw followed Mrs. Woodleigh, but 
halted at the door. Sir George was 
talking rapidly to the butler, and then 
suddenly broke off in the middle of a 
sentence about preparations for the wedding, 
which was to take place in a few days. He 
fell back on the couch as if suddenly over- 
come by sleep, and was evidently quite 
unconscious that anyone had entered the 
apartment. 

The butler stepped softly over to Mrs. 
Woodleigh, whilst the footman remained by 
the couch in helpless dismay at not knowing 
what to do. 

^He has been in this state ever since 
VOL. III. 46 
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you went out, mem/ said the butler gravely^ 
' talking or raving about . some grand 
wedding, and giving orders about baima 
and wives and guests in such a way that I 
can make out nothing of what he means. 
If it wasn't that I know how particular the 
master is about his liquor, I should have 
had a notion that he had been taking a 
very great deal more than was good for 
him/ 

* Did he mention any names T inquired 
Mrs. Woodleigh in increased alarm about 
the condition of her patron. 

' He seemed to think that he was talking 
to you, mem, sometimes ; and then I could 
not make out who he fancied was with him* 
He knew me once, and asked for Mr. 
Wardlaw/ 

The latter thereupon entered the room, 
moving quietly, and speaking in a subdued 
tone. 

* It is this most unfortunate misunder- 
standing between Miss Kerr and myself 
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which has npset him. I think I nnderstand 
his condition, but when he wakens I shall 
know whether or not it is necessary to send 
for medical assistance/ 

* Dr. Farquhar is coming from Aberdeen 
to-morrow,' replied Mrs. Woodleigh in much 
agitation; ^ but do you not think that we 
ought to send for our doctor in the village, 
lest we should make any mistake ?' 

' There can be no harm in doing so ; 
and, perhaps, it would be best for our own 
sakes that we should have a professional 
man at once. At the same time, my idea 
is that the fewer people he sees the better. 
Tell me when the doctor arrives, and^ 
meanwhile, you can leave him in my care/ 

The butler and footman were very glad 
to take advantage of this suggestion ; and 
they moved out the more quickly as they 
heard their master begin to laugh in a 
curious, imbecile manner. 

^You are vety good, indeed, Mr. 
Wardlaw, and I am so relieved that you 
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came/ said Mrs. Woodleigh, in much 
trepidation, as she was about to follow the 
servants in order to despatch one of them 
for the local doctor, 

' Stop a minute, please/ said Sir George, 
in a firm voice, but without Hfting his head 
or opening his eyes. There was an amused ex- 
pression struggling through the resentment 
on his face, as if he were angry at being 
treated as a helpless invalid, whilst he re- 
cognised the fun of the situation. ^ I have 
heard what you were saying. What was it ? 
Ah, Wardlaw, you are here. Glad of it, 
and we shall have dinner instantly. Tell 
them to serve dinner as quickly as they 
can, please.' 

Mrs. Woodleigh looked helplessly at 
Wardlaw ; he nodded, and she escaped from 
the room, only saying hurriedly : 

* Yes, Sir George, your wishes shall have 
immediate attention/ 

Wardlaw seated himself by the couch, 
and placed one hand gently on his friend's 
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head. It was hot and feverish, as he ex- 
pected to find it. 

*Your visit to Craigness has not done 
you any good/ he said, with such a tone of 
sympathy as would have deceived any one 
who had not thoroughly guaged his 
character* Very likely he did sympathize 
with him ; there is no man so hardened in 
villainy as not to be capable at times of ex- 
periencing some sense of gratitude towards 
those who have made sacrifices on his 
account. For Wardlaw the master of ' 
Dunlarig was apparently ready to sacrifice 
everything that was dearest to him. 

* No, it upset me abominably, especially 
after the Fiscal had refused to make any 
attempt to obtain the warrant for the arrest 
of that wretch Gordon.' 

* Then he could not have known the facts 
of the case Y 

* I tried to explain, but he was stubborn, 
and said he had proofs that another person 
was guilty.' 



134 heart's delight. 

*And who was the other person?' in- 
quired Wardlaw smoothly. 

* I do not know, and do not believe he 
knew either/ 

* That is very extraordinary.' 

' It is most extraordinarv, and I mean to 
see into it,' ejaculated Sir George warmly. 
* Then they wanted to tell me some 
absurd stories about you when I reached 
Craigness. But I would not listen, to 
them.' 

He laughed, as if the idea were too 
ridiculous to deserve a moment's considera- 
tion. 

'Thanks, thanks, my friend,' was all 
Wardlaw said. 

* But my child is ill — so ill' that one of 
the cleverest doctors of our city told me 
plainly that he would hold me responsible 
for her life if I — I, her father — attempted 
to remove her without his sanction. Heaven ! 
what does it all mean ? As if I could do 
anything that would hurt my child !' 
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Wardlaw again laid his hand on the 
feverish head of the distracted parent. 

' Will you grant me the privilege of a 
very intimate friend who is most anxious to 
Bee you safely through all your present 
v\rorries ?' he asked gently. 

His hand was instantly clasped by the 
two hot hands of Sir George. 

* You are my friend — esteemed above all 
other friends. Say what it is you want me 
to do.' 

* Will you try not to speak — ^if possible, 
not to think — of these things to-night ?' 

* I will try.' 

^ You must somehow get a good sleep 
to-night, and in the morning we 8hall be 
able to discuss the whole subject. I must 
ask you to consider this matter as one which 
affects my honour closely, for I have learned 
to-day that there is some foolish scheme 
set on foot by Gordon, and supported by 
your partner, Mr. Pittendriech, to preju- 
dice you against me«' 
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'They shall find themselves mightily 
mistaken if they imagine it is in their 
power to do so/ rejoined Sir George, with 
another vacant laugh. 

* That we can settle in the morning. 
Now, the next thing I want you to do is ta 
come to your bedroom, get into bed» and 
permit me to have a bite of something 
when you begin to feel quite at ease. We 
can have it brought to the room if you 
like/ 

There was a pause then. 

* Very well, if you think that is the best 
way to do, so be it. But I thought I could 
go to the dining-room as usual/ 

' No doubt you could, but you must re- 
serve your strength for the very serious 
business we have to transact during the 
next few days.' 

In that way he persuaded Sir George to 
retire to his bedroom, and succeeded in 
getting him to take a few morsels of grouse 
— ^not enough for a sparrow, as Wardlaw 
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observed. But, although the unhappy man 
had no appetite for even the daintiest dishes 
which Mrs. Woodleigh could devise and the 
cook serve up, wrath against Kenneth and 
the temporary miscarriage of what he wished 
to compass suppHed hun with fitful flashes 
of strength. 

That the check was only temporary he 
had no doubt, for he had now resolved 
that Milly should obey Mm, qr he would 
never call her child of his again, and 
would bequeath all that he possessed 
to his one faithful friend, the Earl of 
Benvoir. 

During these fits of passion Wardlaw 
found it difficult to control him. 

* My dear Sir George, you are forgetting 
your promise to keep quiet for to-night,' he 
had to repeat frequently. 

*Yes, yes, I remember, and I will be 
quiet,' was the impatient answer. *But 
that is my final resolution — not one farthing 
of my money shall go into the hands of that 
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Tingratefnl defaulter. I shall soon have him 
on his trial, and then we'll see how she 
likes it/ 

' Of course, it is most gratifying to me 
that yon should prove yourself such a 
firm friend, when others are doing what 
they can to turn you against me at the 
most critical juncture in my affairs/ 

*Bah — ^they can't and shan't, and they 
know it perfectly well/ 

* I can only repeat, thank you. But let 
me again beg of you to be patient for a few 
days, until your daughter has recovered 
from this excitement ; and I feel confident 
that when she is removed from the imme- 
diate influence of Gordon she will become 
reasonable and obedient.' 

*Ah, but Gordon's is not the only in- 
fluence that is working upon her. The 
doitered old body, Craigie, and his terma- 
gant of a sister are supporting the child in 
her rebellion.' 

* For what reason should they do so ? 
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They surely have come to years of discre- 
tion/ 

^ For no other reason I can imagine than 
that they don't like yon.' 

Wardlaw laughed softly, as if the cir- 
cumstance was a source of mild amuse- 
ment. 

* I do not think you require to trouble 
yourself about whatever opinion the good 
people of Craigness may please to entertain 
of me/ 

* I do not trouble myself about their 
opinion, or anyone's,' exclaimed the master 
of Dunlarig, with a wave of his hand, as 
if he would sweep the whole world aside, 
the lustreless and yet restless eyes com- 
bining with his bombastic speech to suggest 
how much the brain was affected. * I am 
Oeorge Kerr, head of one of the greatest 
trading houses in Scotland — ay, in the 
world. I have founded great charities; 
I have been the benefactor of my native 
city; I have built a palace in London; 
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and do you think I am to be affected by 
the opmion of a superannuated clerk? 
For that is his real position ; and, al- 
though he is called a partner, his share 
in the business is strictly limited, and 
he cannot interfere with any action of 
mine.' 

This outburst of frenzy exhausted him, 
and again he sank back as if in sleep* 
Wardlaw was glad of it, for he was most 
anxious that Sir George should regain 
suflBcient self-control to be able, if neces- 
sary, to make a will which coulrf not be 
disputed on the ground of undue influence 
and incapacity of intellect. 

At that moment Mrs. Woodleigh opened 
the door noiselessly, and beckoned ta 
Wardlaw. 

* The doctor,' she whispered, and pointed 
in the direction of the library. * How ia 
he now ?' 

* Better,' answered Wardlaw, also whis- 
pering, * but still excitable. Stay with 
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Mm till I see the doctor, but do not speak 
if you can avoid it/ 

On his way to the library Wardlaw was 
met by the footman. 

* I did not know you had taken your 
portmanteau upstairs yourself, sir,' said the 
man respectfully; He remembered the 
considerable * tips ' which this guest had 
given him on his former visit. *If you 
will give me the key of it, I will get your 
thmgs arranged/ 

The guest looked sharply at the servant, 
as if suspecting him of something, and 
then, apparently satisfied that there was no 
ground for suspicion, said hurriedly : 

* Don't bother about my bag just now. 
I cannot recollect where I have put the 
key. You can see to the things in the 
morning. We have got to look after your 
master at present.' 

* Very good, sir. I hope master is 
better/ replied the man, bowing, 

* He will be all right again in a day or 
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two,' said Wardlaw, and hastened on to the 
library. 

But instead of entering, he looked quickly- 
back, and seeing the door of the servants' 
staircase close upon the good-natured and 
unconsciously too officious footman, he went 
straight to his room. 

His black Gladstone-bag was precisely 
in the position in which he had placed it^ 
and he drew a short breath of relief. Then,, 
taking from his vest-pocket the key which 
he had pretended for the moment to have 
mislaid, he opened the bag. From amongst 
the clothes he cautiously drew two small 
parcels; These he placed in the drawer of 
an oaken writing-table, which stood in one 
corner of the room with the key in its lock 
ready for the use of the! guest. Having- 
made sur6 that the fastenings were firm, he 
removed the key, left the bag ostentatiously 
open, and proceeded to the library, self- 
possessed as ever. 

The village doctor was a tall, hale and 
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hearty old man, whose practice, lying 
chiefly amongst farmers and ploughmen, 
had not permitted him many opportunities 
of studying the intricacies of the maladies 
of the nervous system. He gave little 
consideration to nerves. In the course of a 
long practice he had found the old-fashioned 
theory that to clear the bowels and reliiBve 
pain with opiates worked quite satisfactorily ; 
nature must take care of the rest. If' the 
patient recovered, good ; if he died — welU 
everybody had to die some time, and the 
conscience of the doctor was at ease. 

He followed his customary plan in the 
present case, expressed his hope that Sir 
• George would soon be himself, went home, 
took his supper comfortably, and sent 
medicine to be administered every four 
hours if the patient did not sleep. 

The patient was restless in spite of the 
physic, and mumbled about everything that 
was disturbing his mind, but in such a 
way that no one could understand him. 
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^ardlaw acted the devoted friend, and 
remained with him until early morning, 
v\rhen he was relieved by Mrs. Woodleigh. 

Sir George was in a delirious fever by the 
time Dr. Farquhar appeared. That gentle- 
man gave a few special instructions to Mrs. 
Woodleigh, and telegraphed for a pro- 
fessional nurse, but he would express no 
opinion on the case. He promised to speak 
to the local doctor, and would return 
liimself in a day or two. 

On the third day Mrs. Woodleigh was 
'delighted to welcome the Chevalier, to 
whom Wardlaw was particularly gracious, 
whilst saying inwardly : 

* Confound the old fool. What does he 
vsrant here at this time ?' 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

THE TUG OP WAR. 

The very cordial welcome with which Mrs. 
Woodleigh greeted the Chevalier was the 
result of her experiences during the past 
three days. She had been told to expect 
him some time in August, but the excite- 
ments, happy and the reverse, through 
which she had been passing had caused 
her to forget all about him. Now she felt 
as if he had come as the guardian angel of 
the whole household. 

At first she had been greatly relieved in 
mind by seeing how readily Sir George 
yielded to Wardlaw's influence, and she 
expected that he would be quite well again 
after a few days' rest. This relief, how- 

VOL. III. 47 
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&7eT, was the opposite of a blessing to the 
poor lady, for it left her a prey to all the 
bitterness of disappointed hopes and wonnded 
self-love. 

What was she to think of Cathcart's 
behaviour? If Wardlaw's account was 
correct, then she had been most shamefully 
deceived. The man had been amusing 
himself at her expense. No doubt he had 
found country life dull, and had tried to 
mitigate his ennui by playing with her 
feelings. Having carried the amusement 
a Uttle too far, selfish discretion had come 
to his aid, and he had decided to get out of 
the way. 

But it could not be. He did not look 
Hke a man of that kind. His faults were 
rather those of bluntness and outspoken- 
ness. Only the basest of mankind could 
propose to a woman one day and dehber- 
ately desert her the next, without any 
explanation of his conduct. 

* If it is true,' she said in the solitude of 
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her chamber, while her cheeks flushed, * I 
will make him suffer for it/ 

Whereupon she gave way to the fit of 
hysterics which had been hovering in her 
mental atmosphere ever since she had 
received Wardlaw's communication about 
the truant swain. 

The fit over, however, she felt calm and 
clear-headed again. Then, after spending 
some time m thinking of all that had 
passed between herself and Cathcart from 
the begmning of then- acquaintance— how 
it had ripened into friendship, which had 
become delicately tinctured with a warmer 
feeUng — she suddenly raised her head, and 
spoke as if addressing some unseen 
audience — 

* I will not believe it. Hugh Cathcart 
is an honourable man.' 

And thus it came to pass that Wardlaw 
had most unwittingly done for Cathcart 
what his own utmost efforts might have 
failed iu doing. He had stirred the 
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smouldering feelings of respect, liking, 
flattered vanity and satisfied ambition in 
Mrs. Woodleigh, and from some germ of 
life in the seemingly cold embers there had 
sprung the twin flame of love and faith. 
Its warmth and light dispelled the mist of 
petty vanity which Wardlaw had skilfully 
Raised, and which had hitherto obscured 
her vision of him. 

Reviewing his dealings with her from 
the fresh standpoint produced by the de- 
velopment of her nature, she came to the 
conclusion that after all perhaps Milly had 
been right in her estimate of him. There 
was much that was mysterious in his ways. 
She determined to be on her guard and to 
watch him narrowly. 

She set her wits to work to discover 
wha{ motive he could have had in trying 
to deceive her regarding Cathcart. The 
more she thought of it, the more certain 
she became that he had deceived her. Sir 
George had said that he understood the 



THE TUG OF WAR, 1 49 

Laird of Airdcluny had gone ashore in the 
fishing-boat which had brought him to the 
yacht. Wardlaw must have told him that, 
and why should he have told her a different 
story ? . 

Probably Sir George might be able to 
explain the mystery; but in his present 
condition he was incapable of explaining 
anything. Perhaps he would recover in 
a day or so ; but the fever and delirium 
continued. It was impossible to get in- 
formation from him, and equally impossible 
for her to go to Craigness to seek informa- 
tion, as she had intended doing. 

There was another person who had dis- 
appeared — Milly's attendant, Smith. Mrs. 
Woodleigh did not wish to reveal her re- 
lationship to Cathcart by inquiring too 
curiously about him; but when she went 
to take Wardlaw's place by Sir George in 
the morning she inquired, with as much 
indifference as it was possible to assume, if 
he had seen anything of Milly's maid. 
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* Yes, certainly, for she was with Miss 
Kerr/ 

* Is she with her now at Craigness Y 

* Upon my word, Mrs. Woodleigh, 1 am 
unable to answer positively. At the time 
of oonfiision when Miss Kerr was so happily 
rescued, I was too much agitated to notice 
what became of Smith. But I do not 
remember seeing her leave the yacht. • . . 
Hum ! now I come to think of it, I saw 
her exchange some words with Cathcart.' 

He smiled with a significance which 
made Mrs. Woodleigh's blood curdle with 
indignation, and she went away, absolutely 
hating the slanderer. It was not true. 
This man was false in every word, act, and 
look. 

As soon as she could leave Sir George 
she despatched a messenger with a letter to 
douce Mr. Macintosh, the factor of Aird- 
cluny, inquiring whether he knew of the 
laird's whereabouts, or had any information 
regarding his movements. 
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The reply alarmed her greatly. Nothing 
had been heard of Mr. Oathcart since he 
left home on the night of the storm. The 
factor and all the folk on the estate were 
^in great tribulation/ fearing that some 
accident had occurred. Inquiries were 
being made in every direction, and a report 
would be sent to Dunlarig as soon as any- 
thing became known. Mr. Macintosh 
would have the pleasure of ridmg over 
himself to relieve the anxiety of the laird's 
friends if any news was gathered in the 
course of the day. He was much put 
about, as they had appointed to meet that 
morning to transact important busmess. 

Here was very painful proof that Gath- 
. cart's absence was involuntary, was the 
thought which flashed through Mrs. Wood- 
leigh's brain; for even if he had desired 
to avoid her, he could have no reason for 
not sending a letter of instruction to his 
factor. 

It was maddening to see Wardlaw moving 
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about, cool and imperturbable^ and to feel 
certain that he could, if he would, explain 
why and how Cathcart had disappeared so 
mysteriously. She was the more convinced 
of this by his curious conduct. 

He went out always for a ride imme- 
diately after lunch, and returned late for 
dinner. Coachman John told her that he 
took the best horse in the stable, and 
brought it back with every sign that * the 
puir beast had been ridden ower hard/ 
Clearly, then, he had visits to make at some 
distance. 

Next, the footman found an opportunity 
of confiding to her that Mr. Wardlaw 
seemed to have brought something with 
him this time that he was mighty particular 
about, because he had carried his port- 
manteau upstairs and wouldn't give him 
the key when asked for it, *just as if he 
was one of them poor chaps that are afraid 
of being under obligations to a gentleman 
in service.' 
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Meanwhile the postman came regularly, 
and still there was no letter for Mrs. Wood- 
leigh. She wrote again to Mistress Babbie, 
under the pretext of explaining the con- 
dition of Sir George, but making special 
inquiries about Smith, and whether Mr. 
Gordon or anyone else had heard of the 
Laird of Airdcluny ? 

In her short, brisk way, Mistress Babbie 
replied that nobody knew anything about 
Smith, and nobody cared ; but, as for Mr. 
Cathcart, everybody was much concerned, 
and Mr. Gordon was doing everything in 
his power to find him, as, other matters 
apart, he had very particular reasons for 
requiring that gentleman's presence in 
Aberdeen at the earliest possible date. 

So the state of suspense was continued, 
for there was nothing more that she could 
do in the way of inquiry. She must wait 
with what patience she could command 
until information was brought to her. 
Household duties were to some extent a 



1 54 HEART 'S DELIGHT. 

safety-valve for her overpent feelingSi and 
she found another in observing the conduct 
of Wardlaw; but there was nothing peculiar 
about it except his frequent absence between 
lunch and dinner. For the first time during 
her residence at Dunlarig she forgot that 
the Queen was at Balmoral, and that the 
hotels at Aboyne, Ballater, and Braemar 
were crowded with tourists. 

The Chevalier, although always attentive 
to Sir George, moved about the house so 
quietly that his presence was scarcely 
recognised by anyone. Suddenly Mrs. 
Woodleigh was inspired by the idea that 
perhaps he could help her with advice in 
the present difficulty. He was familiar 
with .Wardlaw, and he might be able to 
learn from him the truth about Cathcart's 
reason for going on a cruise in the 
Merlin without giving any explanation to 
anyone. 

Then she began to observe the Chevalier's 
ways more closely, and the first thing 
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which impressed her was the coincidence 
that he was invariably out of the house at 
the same time as Wardlaw, although they 
were never seen together in the grounds or 
on the roads. 

Wardlaw was perfectly aware that Mrs. 
Woodleigh had lost confidence in him — 
more than that even, he was conscious that 
she suspected him of evil designs in regard 
to Cathcart, and he had no difficulty in 
guessing the source of her interest in that 
personage. He was amused, 

*Poor fool I' was his thought; * if she 
could only dream of the high mission which 
has been thrust upon me she would under- 
stand what a midge in the atmosphere 
Gathcart is to me.' 

He was well aware that the Chevalier 
also suspected him ; he was sure of that 
from the day on which the duel in jest had 
been forced upon him. But, then, the 
Chevalier had simply suggested that he 
would protect Milly from a union which 
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was abhorrent to her, and he could laugh 
at this piece of childish chivalry, although 
he by no means relished the remembrance 
of the old gentleman's skill with sword and 
pistol. 

But now ? 

Wardlaw had paused over that question 
many times since the Chevalier's unexpected 
appearance at Dunlarig. Could it be 
possible that * the old idiot ' knew anything 
of his purpose ? If he did, why should 
he, with his absurd claims to royalty, wish 
to interfere with it ? 

^ Well, whatever is in his head cannot 
affect me,' was the schemer's conclusion, 
forcing a smile in the vain effort to reassure 
himself. * It is death from one side or the 
other if I fail ; and if I win ! — ^who knows 
but a crown might take the place of an 
earl's coronet ! Ireland has no particular 
king in view at present/ 

He laughed again at the absurdity his 
imagination had conjured up. Then he 
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put on a light grey-green overcoat, and in 
its pockets he carefully placed the two 
parcels which he took from the oak writing- 
table. Next he put on a brown ulster, 
which covered him from neck to shin. 
After surveying himself in the cheval-glass 
he went downstairs, and, meeting Camp- 
bell, the butler, he said carelessly : 

* My compliments to Mrs. Woodleigh, 
and say I shall not be back to lunch to- 
day.' 

When this message was delivered, about 
half an hour afterwards, Mrs. Woodleigh 
and the Chevalier had taken their places at 
table. The Comte instantly rose. 

* You must excuse me, Mrs. Woodleigh,' 
he said with suppressed agitation ; * I quite 
forgot that I have an engagement. Please 
accept my apologias, and I shall explain on 
my return.' 

Without waiting to hear more than * Oh, 
certainly, but^ ' he left the room. 



CHAPTER L. 

* ON PERIL OF TOUR LIFE.' 

Although his position, and the terrible 
nature of the task assigned him, rendered 
Wardlaw suspicious of the merest trifles, 
and although conscious that both Mrs. 
Woodleigh and the Chevalier had become 
curious about his movements, he was not 
aware of having been followed on several 
occasions. He felt that his precautions 
had been taken with so much precision that 
it was impossible for anyone to detect 
whither he went or how he was engaged. 

Nevertheless the Chevalier had disco- 
vered that his journeys always ended at 
Crathie, and in a gossip with any of th^ 
country-folk who happened to be about. 
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From several of the people he had learned 
that the tourist had, like all other tourists, 
simply inquired at what time in the after- 
noon he would be most likely to see the 
Queen driving out from the Castle, or back 
to it. The inquirer had, of course, found 
no difficulty in ascertaining that Her Ma- 
jesty frequently drove in the direction of 
Braemar by the private road on the Bal- 
moral side of the river, returning by the 
coach-road on the north side. 

The Chevalier could not yet believe that 
the man was so desperate as to meditate 
the deed which these iifquiries, combined 
vnth the intelligence given him by Kenneth, 
suggested. The madness of it seemed to 
be too great for one so selfish and calcu- 
lating as Wardlaw. But as mad and 
criminal projects were being daily con- 
cocted, and one of them at least had been 
carried to a fatal issue. 

So, when he learned that Wardlaw had 
suddenly left the house, with an apology 
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for absenting himself from lunch, he wa^ 
startled to a degree. It was not only that 
he abhorred the crime which he now be- 
lieved was to be attempted, but he saw 
how the safety of their generous host, the 
good-natured, weak-headed Sir George — 
now lying at death's door, as it seemed — 
would be involved in an enterprise of which 
he was absolutely ignorant. The Chevalier 
had not the slightest doubt that the mere 
suspicion of countenancing Wardlaw's out- 
rage would assuredly prove fatal to the 
knight. 

Wardlaw had not taken a horse this 
time. He had walked in the direction of 
Benlarig, as if with the intention of ascend- 
ing to the Cairn. He stopped at the foot 
of the rock where he had held his interview 
with the unfortunate man Geoghan or 
Davis. 

After making a careful survey of the 
ground, he took off his brown ulster, folded 
it, and placed it in a crevice of the rock. 



* ON PERIL OF YOUR LIFE* i6i 

covering it with some loose stones. That 
done, he felt that he was sufficiently dis- 
guised in his light grey-green overcoat, 
which no one at Dunlarig or in the neigh- 
bourhood had ever seen him wearing. It 
was, however, the fac-simile of one in which 
Cathcart had been seen on several occasions. 
His movements were deliberate; but they 
were those of a man who was acting under 
compulsion, and in spite of his own reason 
and discretion. His face had become 
yellow, as if with jaundice ; and the agony 
which he was suffering would have been 
plainly indicated by the spasmodic contrac- 
tion of his tiiin lips, but that they were 
concealed by his heavy moustache. 

The Chevalier had been right in his sur- 
mise that Wardlaw was too selfishly careful 
of his own safety to enter upon so nefarious 
an adventure as that in which he was now 
engaged if he could have avoided it, or 
could have foreseen that he was to be forced 
into it. But he had accepted his position, 
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and he was powerless to escape from the 
conditions attached to it^ He had been 
provided with ample mdans, and allowed 
opportunities to carry out his private 
schemes which he could not have obtained 
in any other way. Now he must make the 
return which was required of him, and obey 
the commands which were laid upon him. 

He knew that his every movement was 
under surveillance, but he did not know 
who were the spies upon his actions. In 
the intricate arrangements of the Circle 
under the influence of which he was com- 
pelled to act, any passing tourist, any 
servant in house or hotel, any tramp on 
the road, might be his appointed execu- 
tioner. 

There was no escape for him. Even on 
board the Merlin he could not tell which of 
his men had been told off to see that he 
paid the penalty of failing to do what was 
called his ' duty.' He tried to assure him- 
self that he was prepared for the worst; 
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he certaiidy was prepared to do the best 
he could to save himself if the worst 
came. 

One of his strict principles of action had 
been always to work alone if possible ; and 
he did not believe that his person was 
knQwn to more than half a dozen of the 
chief members of the Circle. He had re- 
vealed himself to poor Geoghan because 
he calculated that the man could never 
venture back to this country, and because 
he had particular need of the services of 
one whom circumstances had placed help- 
lessly at his mercy. 

Now he found himself at the mercy of 
another patriot, with whom he was com- 
pelled to act whether he liked it or not. 
He had been astounded to find himself 
tracked and compelled to undertake this 
perilous mission at the moment when he 
was full of self - congratulation at his 
cleverness in getting out of the way before 
the commands were laid upon him; and 
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getting away, toe, with one of the prizes 
for which he had been struggling. 

However, he had little trafficking with 
*The Other,' and * The Other' had no 
desire to be seen in his company more 
frequently than was necessary. So he was 
again left much to his own devices. 

Having arranged his disguise with 
studied negligence, he went along by the 
back of the plantation until he had passed 
the village. 

But when over the river he quickened 
his pace, and ascended the hill to a small 
farmsteading which stood close to the 
roadside. 

An old man was digging in a field. To 
him Wardlaw advanced with a kindly 
salutation. 

*Well, has the man accepted my offer 
for the mare, and has he brought her ?' 

The old man slowly lifted his head, and, 
resting on his spade, answered with much 
deliberation : 
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' He brought the mare twa hours back. 
She's a bonnie beast ; but — ^my sang ! you 
paid a bonnie price. It's no that mony 
years gane that he would have been pleased 
wi' half the price. But times are changed, 
Mr. Cathcart, times are changed, and that's 
a fell trowth.' 

Wardlaw had chosen this place as a safe 
one at which to have the horse left for him, 
because the man was ux his dotage, and 
except his wife, who was almost as aged as 
himself, and a loon to do * orra ' work, 
there were seldom other persons about 
the place. Wardlaw did not see the 
woman at all, and he gave the name of 
the absent Airdcluny, reckoning upon 
the incapacity of the old man to identify 
him. 

His cunning plan was working to 
admiration, and so he was able to say quite 
cheerfully : 

'Never heed, Dickson. The times will 
change again, and change for the better. 
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But bring ont the mare. I am eager to 
try her mettle/ 

* Ow, shell do, I'se warrant ; and she's 
been well cared for here/ 

' I am sure of that, and here is a proof 
of my confidence in you as the most 
sensible man I have come across for a long 
while/ 

He placed a couple of pound-notes in his 
hand, and the poor old man's weakness 
was revealed at once by the gleam in his 
faded eyes. There was, notwithstanding, 
a kind of lingering self-respect or pride 
which enabled him to vaguely feel that he 
was being overpaid for his service, and was 
therefore placing himself under an obligation 
for which an acknowledgment might be 
demanded some day. All the same, he 
put the money up carefully in a big, aged 
leathern pocketbook, whilst he took pains 
to justify himself. 

* I'm obliged to you, but I doubt if you 
would hae gotten the man — a clever birkie 
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Le was — to agree about the beast if it 
hadna been for me/ 

* All right, Dickson ; I have no doubt 
you soon made him understand that he had 
met his match/ 

Dickson nodded his head, and gave vent 
to a sound which was intended for a chuckle 
of satisfaction, but which was more like a 
groan. He led the way to a shed which 
was used indifferently as a stable or a byre. 

The mare was waiting, ready saddled, 
for ' The Other ' had only arranged to bring 
her there to pretend that ^ Mr. Cathcart ' 
had made him an offer, which he accepted, 
and then he was to be free to take care of 
himself. 

Wardlaw mounted and rode away quietly. 
His aim was not to attract attention ; and, 
in that season of tourists on foot, on horse- 
back, but more frequently in gigs, phaetons, 
or other vehicles, he had no difficulty in 
achieving it. 

He reerossed the river, and passed 
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through Ballater, and the indifferent eyes 
which glanced at him took no note of his 
appearance or dress. The good folk there 
are too much accustomed to Royalty to 
allow their minds to be attracted by an 
ordinary gentleman out for a little exercise 
or a little sight-seeing. He had calculated 
upon all thiSy and, so far, had good 
reason to be satisfied with the result. 

He was glad to observe there was a 
gathering mist, and that it was darkening 
overhead. By the time he was opposite 
Abergeldie the mountain-tops were hidden 
from sight ; the birch - trees, firs, and 
larches looked as if they were being slowly 
enveloped in a grey shroud, and they 
shivered like frightened things, although 
there was little wind. 

This was the state of atmosphere he would 
have asked for; as, in the first place, it 
gave him a hope that Nature might interfere 
between him and the deed he was appointed 
to execute, by preventing the victim from 
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taking the expected route; and, in the 
second place, if he must act, it would add to 
his chances of escape. 

After passing Crathie Kirk he turned up 
a farm road, and drew rein when he had 
gone far enough to be beyond casual obser- 
vation from the coach-road. His lips were 
parched, and he moistened them with the 
contents of a flask with which he had 
provided himself, for on this day he had 
no intention of entering any place of public 
entertainment. 

He was firm and cool, notwithstanding 
the feverish excitement of his brain. He, 
at any rate, was not one to falter in the 
work to which he had pledged himself, 
although he would not have been sorry to 
find some satisfactory excuse for failing in 
its performance. 

On previous visits to the place he had 
carefully noted the time of the afternoon at 
which his infamous plans might have most 
effect. After frequently consulting his watch. 
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and noticing with a sense of intense relief 
that the mist was falling lower into the 
valley, he slowly descended to the main road. 
When he reached the side road by the 
village, and not far from the little post-office 
which conducts to the bridge leading straight 
to the Castle, he pulled up at the comer. 

* Of course it is only a chance,* was his 
reflection. * She may not come this way — 
very likely will not, on such an afternoon ; 
and then the thing may gp off before she 
arrives. In either case I can say that my 
work has been done, and claim freedom to 
ensure my safety, for their sakes as well as 
my own.' 

He dismounted, and, under pretence of 
examining his saddle-girths, looked about. 
The mist had become more dense, and he 
could not see far. 

* There is another chance,' he thought : 
*the outrider's horse may trample on the 
thing, and then — good-bye to him.' 

He stooped, and placed his two packets 
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on the line of a carriage- wheel. There was 
little chance of both being missed by a 
carriage turning that comer, although a 
rider might easily escape. 

He rose quickly, placed his foot in the 
stirrup, and was about to spring into the 
saddle, when the movement was checked, 
and his nerve for an instant paralyzed, by a 
voice : 

' Stop a minute, Mr. Wardlaw, if you 
please ; I have a word to say !' 

Wardlaw turned fiercely, and saw the 
Chevalier standing close by him, looking 
very grave and even distressed, but very 
resolute, and holding something in his 
hand, the power of which the culprit knew 
when it was directed by such skill as this 
man possessed. 

Wardlaw was defenceless. He had pur- 
posely come to the place unarmed, lest in 
the event of arrest a revolver being found 
in his possession should bear witness against 
him. 
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He now cnrsed the folly of that precaution, 
for he saw by the anxiety on the Chevalier's 
face that he might have been shot down 
before he had determined to fire. Of coarse, 
had the Comte fired, Wardlaw was perfectly 
aware that the bullet would surely have 
found its intended billet ; and he remem- 
bered the ^ duel in jest ' with bitterness and 
chagrin. 

^ Take up those things/ continued the 
Chevalier sternly. * Carry them to the 
deepest part of the river, and cast them 
in. The carriage will pass here in ten 
minutes.' 

*Keally, my dear Chevalier,' answered 
Wardlaw, with an aflfected laugh, * you are 
as mysterious in your language as in your 
sudden appearance here. And what is that 
you have in your hand T 

* For God's sake, keep back, Wardlaw ! 
I know you are unarmed, but if you make 
another movement to approach me I fire.' 

'What things are you talking about? 
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Upon my word, this looks like an out- 
burst of violent mania.' 

* There is no time for prevarication* 
Obey. If you move, except to obey, you 
die. Bemain a few minutes, and the car* 
riage will be here. Then you know your 
fate, for I shall not hesitate to give you up 
to justice. Obey, and, on certain condi- 
tions, I will give you a chance to escape, 
for poor George Kerr's sake.' 

There was a brief pause; and then 
Wardlaw, still covered by the Chevalier's 
weapon, sullenly took up the packets he 
had just laid down, and, carrying them to 
the river, threw them in as he had been 
commanded. 



CHAPTER LI. 

A DUEL IN EARNEST. 

The Chevalier had been leading Wardlaw's 
mare with his left hand, whilst holding his 
revolver in his right, ready for use ; but on 
seeing that his commands had been obeyed, 
he replaced the weapon in his pocket. When 
the baffled conspirator returned, he threw 
the reins to him. 

' You may go if you like,' he said, with 
dignified contempt ; * or if you are desirous 
of learning, what it is my purpose to do, I 
shall speak to you when we have regained 
the public road.' 

For an instant Wardlaw was possessed 
by the mad impulse to spring upon the old 
man, now that his weapon was laid aside, 
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to throttle him and throw him into the 
river after the packets. Bat, even then, 
he saw the worthlessness and folly of an 
unnecessary crime, and inwardly scoflfed 
at himself for entertaining the idea. He 
walked quietly with the reins slung care- 
lessly over his arm, he on one side of the 
mare, the Chevalier on the other. 

They had barely turned into the coach- 
road when the Queen's outrider went by, 
and presently the well-known pair of greys 
appeared through the mist. The two men 
uncovered. Her Majesty bowed, accom- 
panying the acknowledgment of their hom- 
age with that pleasant smile which has 
rendered the memory of her face a treasure 
to so many of her subjects, and the carriage 

passed. 

' Thank God, she is saved !' was the in- 
voluntary ejaculation of the Chevalier. 

She was saved as^ much by her own good- 
ness of heart as by the Chevalier's watch- 
fulness and prompt action. His interferencH) 
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with Wardlaw would have been of little 
avail had not the return of the carriage 
been delayed by Her Majesty stopping to 
inquire about a sick cottar woman, whose 
son was recognised as a faithful servant at 
the Castle. This interest in the welfare of 
the humblest of her subjects is one of the 
most precious jewels in her crown, and on the 
present occasion it perhaps saved her life. 

Wardlaw wheeled about, and cast a 
sneering side-glance at the solemn face 
of the Chevalier. In silence they walked 
in the direction of Ballater, until they were 
about a hundred yards distant from the vil- 
lage. The mist was still deepening, and a 
light drizzling rain began to make itself 
felt. 

Wardlaw halted, and, resting both arms 
on the saddle, spoke ironically : 

' Now, perhaps your Majesty will deign 
to give me the promised explanation. You 
have pledged yourself to silence, and a 
Stuart never breaks his word.' 
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His coolness reached the degree of inso- 
lence. 

'For Sir George Kerr's sake/ was the 
stern answer, 'I will spare you and be 
silent, notwithstanding the peril which I 
involve myself in by so doing.' 

' And, pray, what is the mighty peril to 
you, if you please V 

' The peril of being held accountable for 
your escape, if not of being charged as your 
accomplice.' 

' Accomplice . in what ? Nothing has 
happened, and I presume you have not 
played the part of the over-anxious spy, 
and already informed the authorities of my 
little joke/ 

The daring impudence of the man failed 
to provoke the Chevalier from his attitude 
of calm contempt, although he was surprised 
to think that he could once have regarded 
him as a friend. 

'Do not jest, sir, on such a subject as 
this. I repeat that I know all.' 

VOL. III. 49 
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* Then, if you know all, yon must be 
aware that the work is none of my choosing ; 
and I will own to yon in confidence that I 
am not sorry yon interfered with it* At 
the same time, it seemed to me that, 
amongst other objects which were to be 
gained by the work, I might be doing you a 
good turn/ 

* Murder can never do any one a good 
turn/ 

' Patriotism, my dear Chevalier, patriot- 
ism,' interrupted Wardlaw ; * give the thing 
its right name, and not such an ugly one 
as you have applied to it/ 

' Are you m your senses, man, to speak 
in this fashion ? I am not the only one 
who knows your secret. The authorities 
are on your track, although I did not set 
them in motion. You did that yourself 
when you sought Gordon's life, and at any 
moment you may be a convict. If what 
you attempted to-day became known, you 
could not escape the gallows.' 
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At this Wardlaw was silent for a space, 
and he became yellower than before. 

' At any moment I may be struck dead 
by *^The Others/'* he said gloomily. 
* What is it yon want me to do T 

* Go to your yacht, and get beyond the 

» 

reach of extradition treaties with all the 
speed in yonr power.* 

* My yacht is not within haU at pre- 
sent.* 

* You must go, however, if you wish to 
save yourself. Abandon all thought of 
Miss Eerr, for her hand is as unattainable 
by you as the earldom you have been 
claiming. Regarding that matter, let me 
tell you the man whose claim to title and 
estates supersedes all others has been found, 
and the proofs of his identity are indisput- 
able/ 

*I cannot go,' said Wardlaw, ignoring 
all the latter part of the Chevalier's admoni- 
tion. 

^ * Why not, man, if you value your life ?' 

49—2 
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^ It is because I do value it that it is im- 
possible to go at once.' 

' Explain.' 

' I have told you that my yacht is not 
within hail. That is one reason ; but the 
most important is that I must remain here 
for at least a few weeks, in order to allay 
the suspicions of **The Others" — in fact, 
I must make them believe that I am here 
still waiting the opportunity to do their 
work. Were I to leave now I should be a 
dead man in twenty-four hours. With a 
little time, I fancy, it is possible to make 
good my escape.' 

^ How long do you require ?' 

' Three weeks — ^not more than six. 
.Consent to let things go on for that time as 
if nothing had happened, and you shall 
have the full benefit of the advantage you 
have gained over me, and never again be 
disturbed by my presence.' 

He spoke calmly, without any symptom 
cf the insolent bravado with which he had 
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begun the conversation , bat not as one 
cowed or afraid. His tone and manner 
were those of a man, who, being van- 
quished in this duel in earnest, acknow- 
ledges defeat, and whilst prepared for what- 
ever fate may have in store for him, seeks 
the best terms obtainable from his conqueror. 
The Chevalier reflected for a few minutes ; 
and then abruptly : 

* You have no more of that stuflf with 
you?' 

' No more, I give you my word.' 

* I cannot take your word for anything, 
but I can understand that you are desirous 
of saving your neck. You, however, can 
take my word for this — ^that at the slightest 
sign of treachery I shall be ready to have 
you immediately arrested.' 

' Agreed. Then we go on as if nothing 
out of the way had happened ?' 

* For six weeks — yes.' 

* Enough said, then. How are you 
travelling ?' 
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' I have a gig at the inn/ 

' Shall we go back together ?' 

^ No. Yon ride on, and I shall follow/ 

* Very well,' said Wardlaw, vanlting into 
the saddle, ' good-bye till dinner-time/ 

The gloomy mist and rain were in har- 
mony with the dark and somewhat confused 
thoughts of Wardlaw. He rode at a gallop, 
for it was no longer necessary to avoid 
attention, as his mission had proved abor- 
tive, and consequently his elaborate per- 
cautions to screen himself from detection 
were of no account. He found himself 
checkmated on every hand almost, but he 
was not defeated yet. 

Sir George was to make his will, and in 
that he would find some satisfaction as well 
as revenge. If he could not have the 
daughter, the father's wealth might still be 
obtained. 

He left the mare in the stables of the 
Dunlarig inn, and, not forgetting details 
even in his present state of mind, went for 
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his ulster. Haviiig pat it on, he proceeded 
to the house without any marked sign of 
agitation or uneasiness except the changed 
complexion. The butler opened the door 
for him. 

' Glad to see you back, sir. The master 
has been asking for the Earl all day.' 

* Oh, then, I am sorry to have been out 
so long. Say that I shall be with him 
immediately.' 

He went to his room, and after having 
made some changes in his toilet, fulfilled his 
promise by going at once to his host. 

The knight had been wheeled into the 
Ubrary, and, notwithstanding the warmth 
of the season, was seated before a blazing 
fire, propped up by pillows in a huge in- 
valid's chair. The pinched features, the 
restless eyes, the nervous movements of the 
hands, and the involuntary jerkings of the 
legs, indicated the deplorable condition of 
mind and body into which he had sunk. 

Only the nurse was with him, and she 
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was not at all loath to retire for a little re- 
laxation when Wardlaw said he wonld take 
her place for an hour. 

' Ah, you have come at last — come at 
last. Thought you would never come/ 
mumbled the knight, without looking at 
him. * Where is she—where is the Coun- 
tess r 

* My poor friend/ said Wardlaw, in his 
softest accents, * you must prepare your- 
self for unpleasant news. Your daughter 
is married to Kenneth Gordon.' 

Sir George stared blankly for an instant, 
and then there was a gleam of understand- 
mg and resentment in his eyes. 

* Married, married, married to Gordon !' 
he muttered. 

* Yes, and if you are to make the new 
will it must be done at once.' 

A spark of the old spirit of business 
promptitude flashed in the invalid's eyes. 

* The will ! Yes, it shall be done. 
Telegraph for Foulis ; bid him take special 
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train if necessary. It shall be done at 
once.' 

Wardlaw telegraphed, adding that the 
lawyer was to bring two competent wit- 
nesses with him. Mr. Foulis obeyed the 
summons, the will was made, and Wardlaw 
felt assured he had triumphed in one matter 
of importance at least. 

He had gained his point by means of the 
bold lie that Milly was already married. 
That statement had quickened Sir George 
to vindictive haste in making the new will ; 
but before an hour had passed, his confused 
intellect had come to regard the will as the 
preliminary arrangement for the marriage 
of his daughter with ' the Earl,' and not 
as the instrument which was to disinherit 
her in favour of Wardlaw. 



CHAPTER Ln. 

A SPRIG OF HEATHEB. 

It was a little hard for Kenneth to know 
that the cup of joy had been so near his 
lips and to have had it dashed away by 
adverse fate. Milly ought to have been iJl 
his own by this time, and it was not easy 
to be content with Mistress Babbie's en- 
couraging reports of how the patient was 
going on. 

Nevertheless, he had been very glad to 
have the first of these encouraging reports ; 
for there had been some days of grave 
anxiety in the household of Craigness when 
it had been uncertain whether the bonnie 
face and the sweet voice would ever gladden 
their hearts again. 
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Then Kenneth's tenor of the icy hand 
that was threatening to separate him for 
ever from his darling kept him suhmissive 
to Mistress Bahhie's sympathetic tyranny. 

But as soon as Dr. Farquhar hegan to 
give a satisfactory account of Milly's pro- 
gress the loTer grew impatient, and threat- 
ened to storm the sick-chamber if Mistress 
Babbie did not make haste to bring his 
treasure out to him. 

The kind-hearted nurse found it no easy 
task to resist his pleadings and soothe his 
impatience. She had to arm herself with 
Cupid's wings, and consent to be the bearer 
of many a silly message of love between the 
two. 

Milly was much more easily dealt with. 
When the fever and delirium had left her 
she was content to be perfectly quiet, and 
watch Babbie going cheerily about the 
duties of the sick-room. After the long 
weeks of suspense and misery she had 
endured on Kenneth's account, it was joy 
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to her to know that he was safe and near 
her. At first she was not strong enough to 
wish for more. 

Besides, though some instinct of self- 
preservation kept her from brooding over 
what was to happen when she was well 
and strong again, there was the underlying 
consciousness that returning health would 
bring with it the necessity for a renewal of 
the struggle with her father. This con- 
sciousness tended to retard her recovery, 
and to make Dr. Farquhar think that 
her prostration was greater than it really 
was. 

The first thing which encouraged her to 
try to be strong again was the information 
that the Chevalier had returned to Dunlarig, 
for she knew that he would take Kenneth's 
part, and that her father would listen to 
him. She did not know how ill Sir George 
was. 

One morning, when the sun was shining 
brightly into Milly's room, and the birds 
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were chirruping to each other that they 
need not think yet awhile of seeking warmer 
cUmes, Kenneth, having been early abroad , 
returned with a handful of heather, wet with 
dew. He handed it to Mistress Babbie, 
saying : 

* Give this to Milly, and tell her that I 
must go away for some days on the affairs 
which concern us both. When I get back 
she must be ready to come out and pluck 
some for herself, or I shall not bear it any 
longer.' 

Mistress Babbie delivered the message as 
she received it, although * it was gey mas- 
terfu' of him,' she said. But she was 
astonished by its effect. The sight of the 
heather acted like magic on the girl. Heir 
cheeks flushed and her eyes brightened as 
the powers of youth and love and hope 
asserted themselves. She longed for a 
gallop over the heather, with Kenneth 
beside her as of old. 

The will to be well having been aroused, 
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the rapidity of her progress to convalescence 
astonnded them all. 

Kenneth was absent much longer than he 
had expected to be. When he did return 
he dismounted hastily, and, meeting Mis- 
tress Babbie, he forgot altogether the dutiful 
inquiries he ought to have made about her 
health, and exclaimed : 

* How is she V 

The kindly maiden of discretionary years 
pretended to be cross. 

* You needna ding a body ower. Go 
your ways into the parlour, and 111 be 
with you in a minute. I have no time 
enow.' 

He reluctantly obeyed, and hoped to 
find Craigie more kindly communicative. 
He opened the parlour door, started in joy- 
ful amaze, and then addressed the only 
occupant of the room with the glad excla- 
mation : 

* Milly ! — my darling !' 

The rest of the sayings and doings of 
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Milly and Kenneth during the quarter of an 
hour's grace allowed them By the tyrant 
Babbie are doubtless recorded in the Book 
of Love, and may be found there by all who 
have the key to it. 

Mistress Babbie came in by-and-by, and 
drove him out, bidding him go to Craigie'B 
room, where some important matters would 
claim his attention. 

Craigie was eager to hear the result of 
Kenneth's joumeyings, and, as he entered, 
greeted him with the question — 

*Well, lacfj have you heard anything 
about him ?' 

* I have heard nothing,' was the disap- 
pointing reply. 

^ Vow me, but that is extraordinary I 
Where can the creature be ?' 

* One thing I have found out. Some 
fishers at the Foot Dee saw two men come 
ashore in a small boat from the Merlin. 
They were Sir George and Wardlaw. The 
boat went back to the yacht, which, in- 
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stead of entering the harbour, steamed away 
northward. I have inquired all along the 
coast, and find that the Merlin has not put 
into any of our ports/ 

Craigie gave vent to a sound which 
might be described as a thoughtful grunt, 
and by-and-by said : 

' Do you no think it strange that Ward- 
law should be at Dunlarig and his boat 
sailing awa' into space ? What for should 
he not have had her. in the harbour ? I'll 
tell you what it is. That deil's buckie has 
jaloused that Cathcart was 'to be a heap 
ower useful to you. So he has kidnapped 
him, and sent him off the Lord only kens 
where.' 

^ It is likely enough ; and I wish that 
he was safe back, under any conditions. It 
was to help me that he placed himself in 
the scoundrers power.' 

^ We need not fear ourselves about any 
bodily harm to our friend. Wardlaw is a 
cunning billie, and will not venture to do 
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more than keep him ont of the way for a 
while. He has more than enough to answer 
for already ; and if he was not a fool as 
well as a knave he would sail awa' him* 
self in his boatie, and no come back for a 
wheen years. I'm sorry now we did not 
pnt him in gaol for firing that shot at 
you.' 

* I prefer to wait until we have the proofs 
of the more important charges against him 
ready. So long as he is closely watched, 
and cannot escape, we need not mind. I 
do not want to give him any additional 
excuse for saying that I act out of personal 
malice.' 

* I doubt if you are right, Kenneth, lad ; 
I doubt if you are right. But anyway, it 
was a bad day for Geordie Kerr when he 
fell in with him. He has very nearly 
ruined the house atweenthe nonsense notions 
he has got Geordie to take up and the forged 
bills, which, I may tell you, are for far 
bigger amounts even than we thought. 

VOL. III. 50 
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Eh, Kenneth, how could you not keep 
them with more care in such a wild 
place ?' 

' They were in the safe in the same part 
of the cabin where I worked and slept, 
and ' 

' There, thercj man,' interrupted Craigie, 
* I am certain you did your very best. I 
think that, if my health keeps up, and 
Geordie does not interfere, I can pull the 
house through yet.' 

* I am sure you will, for we shall have 
good returns from Georgetown very soon.' 

* Even then it will be a hard fight ; for, 
from what Dr. Farquhar says, I doubt if 
Geordie will ever be himself again. It's 
an awful thing to think that a creature like 
this Wardlaw should have so much power 
to harm his neighbours. But it a' comes 
o' Geordie's fool-pride.' 

Mistress Babbie interrupted them with 
the intimation that Dr. Farquhar had ar- 
rived, and had given permission to his 
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patient to take a very short walk, provided 
she did not get fatigued. Who should take 
her for this first step into the new life but 
Kenneth ? 

So, when Milly had been well wrapped 
up, and he had been threatened with all 
the terrors of Babbie's wrath if he did not 
take proper care of the lassie, and bring 
her home before she was tired, the lovers 
went forth into the sunlight again. 

They went slowly to Craigness Point, 
where Kenneth had first really claimed her 
for his own. They were silent as they 
looked out on the gleaming sea, for their 
minds and hearts were full of what had 
been done and suffered since they had last 
stood there together. 

Kenneth was tempted to ask her how 
much longer he must wait before they could 
be married ; but he hesitated, lest the ques- 
tion should agitate her too much. The 
temptation might have overcome him, 
nevertheless, had not the vigilant Babbie 

50—2 
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come upon the scene, anxious and out of 
breath. 

* There now, Kenneth, yon are just 
doing what I told you must not be done on 
any account,' she gasped. * You have no 
more sense than a bairn. Come your ways 
back to the house this minute. Here's the 
woman Woodleigh come to see you, Milly, 
and she brings some very extraordinary 
news from DunJarig.' 

' Something has happened to my father !' 
cried Milly, in a startled voice. 

* Hoots, lassie, be quiet. He is no worse 
than he was before, but he has been doing 
some fool's business that it behoves you 
and us to see into.' 

* What does Mrs. Woodleigh say ?' asked 
the daughter, in anguish. 

' Kenneth will see to that,' answered 
Babbie sharply. * You are not to hearken 
to her palavers. You'll just say, "How 
are you ?" and syne go up to your bed, or 
well have you as bad as ever.' 
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And the conscientious nnrse did not lose 
sight of her charge until the latter had taken 
a small cup of beef tea, and promised to 
compose herself to sleep. 



CHAPTEK LHI. 

THE FATE OF THE * MERLIN.' 

Mistress Babbie was very angry with her- 
self for having blurted out before Milly that 
the news from Dunlarig was of an extra- 
ordinary nature, but she was reassured by 
the quick submission of the girl. Milly 
was eager to get strong; she knew that 
she was in the hands of true friends, and 
her perfect faith in them taught her that, 
by obeying them, she would most speedily 
regain strength. So she laid the sprig of 
heather on the table beside her, and, closing 
her eyes, seemed to repose. 

Satisfied with this state of things, Babbie 
hastened to her brother's room, where she 
found him, Mrs. Woodleigh, and Kenneth 
engaged in anxious conversation. 
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Mrs. Woodleigh, having been told by 
the Chevalier that he conld obtain no 
definite information from Wardlaw regard- 
ing Cathcart, and nothing more about the 
Merlin except that it would be * within 
haU ' in three weeks, certainly by the end 
of six weeks, had been distracted by the 
suspicions she entertained, and which every 
circumstance seemed to confirm, that some 
foul play had befallen her betrothed. When 
quickly following this information she saw 
Mr. Foulis with two of his clerks at Dun- 
larig, and learned that a new will had been 
signed and sealed, she determined to seek 
assistance at Craigness. 

This was certainly the last place at 
which she would have sought help if she 
had been permitted to consult her own 
inclination ; but the position of afifairs was 
too critical for personal considerations to 
.be allowed to interfere. She found that 
Mistress Babbie was of the same mind on 
that score, and after a few minutes' 
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conversation felt assured that she had 
come to the right place for the help she 
needed. 

Her account of what had been going on at 
Dunlarig tended to increase the fears of the 
listeners regarding the sanity of Sir George. 
Craigie continually groaned and muttered 
what he afterwards described as ^solemn 
imprecations ' on Wardlaw and his tribe, but 
at the time the expressions were not suffi- 
ciently distinct for anyone to comprehend 
them, although there was no difficulty 
in guessing the meaning of the sounds he 
emitted. 

When he heard about the lawyer and 
the new will he could contain himself no 
longer. 

' Get my things ready this minute, 
Babbie,' he cried with startling vehemence. 
' I must go to the town at once, and syne 
on to Dunlarig to save Geordie from ruma- 
tion of body and soul.' 

' Save's, man, can you no bide till we 
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see what is the best way of doing that?' 
was the sister's practical query. 

' The best way is the plain way. I'll 
see the Fiscal, and see what he can do; 
I'll learn what our manageri Longmuir, 
kens; and I'll see Foulis, and get out of 
him as much as I can about the new will; 
The new will is made for that man Ward- 
law's benefit — that is beyond a doubt — and 
it's a robbery o' Milly. Syne I'll go on to 
Gcordie, and find out for mysel' what de- 
gree of reason is left till him. Oh, the fool, 
the fool — but I wish Oathcart was here.' 

Mrs. Woodleigh had never thought so 
highly of Craigie as when he uttered that 
last sentiment, which so exactly expressed 
the dearest wish of her heart- 
Here occurred one of those inexplicable 
coincidences which, although strange, are 
of frequent occurrence in daily life. We 
think of somebody about whose fate we are 
anxious, and of whom we have for some 
time heard nothing. Soon after the some- 
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body sends a message, or appears in person, 
as if in answer to our thought. 

A servant entered with the intimation 
that a gentleman wanted to see the master 
*that minute direckly/ hut before any 
answer could be given Cathcart presented 
himself, looking as hale and good-humoured 
as ever, although there was a tired expres- 
sion in his eyes. 

There were exclamations of amazement 
and pleasure, and cordial handshaking. He 
was surprised to find Mrs. Woodleigh there, 
and quickly apprehending how much she 
must have been perplexed by his apparent 
neglect of her, he determined to set her 
mind at rest on the instant. So he seized 
. both her hands, and much to her confusion^ 
but still more to her delight, he bravely 
kissed her before them all. 

Mistress Babbie was extremely scandal-^ 
ized; the others regarded the proceeding 
with amused curiosity. Cathcart promptly 
satisfied them. 



THE FATE OF THE ^ MERLIN ! 203 

* Let me introduce you/ he said laugh- 
ingly, and still holding Mrs. Woodleigh's 
trembling hand in his own, ' to the future 
Mistress of Airdcluny. That was settled 
before I came here last. Let me tell you, 
moreover, that it was she who sent me, and 
that it was her anxiety about Miss Kerr 
which enabled me to be useful to you, 
Gordon.* 

Then there were congratulations, and pre- 
sently inquiries as to what had happened. 

* Before we begin explanations I would 
thank you for a dram. Mistress Babbie, for I 
have travelled far and fast.' 

VAnd you shall have that, Airdcluny— 
for it behoves me to give you your title, 
now that you are going to marry and settle 
down like a sensible man. My respects to 
you^ mem, and I'll be pleased to see Mrs. 
Cathcart any time she comes to Craig- 
ness.' 

This was spoken with a genuine cordiality, 
which made Mrs. Woodleigh aware that she 
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had all along misinterpreted the character 
of the somewhat sharp-tongued lady of 
OraignesSi who had no patience for anything 
like pretence or ' up-setting/ as she called 
it. Bat the widow was not aware of the 
change which had taken place in herself, 
and which enabled her now to understand 
the woman she had so long regarded as a 
snappish vixen. • 

Having been snppUed with his Uqnor, 
Oathcart proceeded to explain how he had 
been induced to stay on board the Merlin in 
the expectation of being carried to Aberdeen, 
and of having an interview with Sir George 
in the meanwhile. 

' I never imagined that Wardlaw would 
dare so much/ he said : ^ but I had no fear 
for my life. When I was seized, gagged, 
bound, and shut into a cabin, I was furious, 
of course, at first. But I soon understood 
the whole trick, and was able to enjoy the 
fun of it; for I had no doubt that in the 
end the laugh would be on our side. He 
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wanted me out of the way for a time, and 
I had foolishly given him the most con- 
venient means of accomplishing his pur- 
pose/ 

* How long did the wretches keep yon 
a prisoner ?' asked his betrothed. 

* Oh, not very long — some hours/ he 
answered, evidently trying to make light of 
the matter. * Then a drunken fellow, Dick 
Hershaw, whose acquaintance I had made 
on other occasions, came to me. He was 
in charge of the yacht, as the master was 
not on board. He told me that we were 
out of sight of land, and it depended on 
myself whether I was to be there tied up, 
or to have the run of the vessel, and be 
treated as an honoured guest.' 

* ^' How can that depend on me ?" I asked. 

* '* Promise that you will be quiet and 
not try any larks with u^," says he; 

* '' But I will not promise anything, Dick, 
although I don't see what it would be in 
my power to do if I tried. There are a 
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dozen of you, I suppose, and you have all 
got weapons of some sort. I liave none." 

* *' True enough," says he. 

' "Well, what is the use of keeping me in 
this abominable condition ? I will do nothing 
to harm any of you ; but I know what your 
master is up to, and if there is a chance I 
shall try and get on shore. That is frank, 
isn't it r 

* Dick scratched his ugly head — it is a 
habit of his when he is uncertain about 
anything, and what was puzzling him then 
was the question how he could obey orders 
and also keep friendly with me. You must 
know that I had always been liberal with 
him when I had anything to be liberal with, 
and he was naturally thinking of favours to 
come, as he was aware that Airdcluny was 
now mine. At the same time there is a 
kind of faithfulness in the fellow, and he 
meant to obey orders. 

' *' Well, you ain't a fish, and can't swim 
ashore," he says ; " and you can't get a 
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chance of lowering one of the boats, even 
if you could do it single-handed. It goes 
against the grain to see one as has been 
always a good mate tied up like this — so, 
off come the ropes, and I'll trust to your 
honour to see that I lose nothing by treating 
you as a gentleman." 

* " I hope I shall not cause you to lose 
anything, but I promise nothing beyond this 
— I will double whatever your skipper has 
promised to give you for keeping me on 
board if you will put me on shore." 

* The fellow grinned and winked, so that 
I thought be was about to take the bribe. 

^ ** We are, going to put you ashore," he 
says, ** but not hereabout." 

*'^ Where then?" 

' " Ah, it's a long way off." 

' I saw at once what Wardlaw's plan 
was — ^to leave me in some out of the world 
place until he had made all his arrange- 
ments comfortably. 

* *' Come, Dick," I said, " don't be an 
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ass. I tell yon the skipper's game is all 
up. I must be in Aberdeen this week. 
My presence means a good many thousands 
to some friends of mine, and they and I'll 
take care that you are looked after if you 
will be sensible now." 

^ That shook him a bit, I conld see, and 
so I followed it up on another tack. 

* '* If you won't be sensible, I suppose you 
are aware of the risk you run. My friends 
will certainly seek for me " ' (Oathcart 
glanced at Mrs. Woodleigh), * '* and they 
will find me. Besides, I now understand the 
kind of man your skipper is, and he will 
try to save his own skin by giving you up 
as soon as he is arrested." 

* *' Arrested ! What should he be taken 
up for T 

* * ' I am not going to tell you that ; but 
you had better think over my offer." 

* He promised to think it over, and went 
away scratching his head ; but he could 
not find the answer to the puzzle, and so 
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he took to brandy to help his wits. Then 
he called his comrades, and asked them to 
help him with the brandy and his wits. 
The subject was under discussion for several 
days, and it was clear that as long as the 
liquor lasted they did not intend to come 
to a decision. 

' To save the trouble of attending to the 
engines and fire they used the sails, and 
they had to tack continually, so that little 
progress was made. No doubt it would 
have been different if the man in charge 
had been himself, or if the crew had been 
themselves. But Dick Hershaw was not 
only in a state of obfuscation with drink, 
leaving every man to do as he liked, but he 
was in love— which deplorable state, as 
you know, Hogg says, " being a state of 
dizziness, winna let a puir body gang about 
his bizziness." ' 

* In love !' ^ ejaculated Mrs. Woodleigh, 
pretending to be shocked at the idea of 

VOL. III. 51 



2IO heart's delight. 

such a coarse person as was described 
being susceptible of the tender passion. 

* That is so,' answered Cathcart, laugh- 
ing, ' and the enchantress was Smith, Miss 
Kerr's maid. She had been bought over 
by Wardlaw, and it was chiefly through her 
connivance that Miss Kerr was got on 
bo^rd the Merlin. But we owe her some 
degree of gratitude for having been the 
means of getting me off it. She was 
somewhat shy of me at first, and always 
skipped down to the cabin when I appeared 
on deck, or up to the deck when I appeared 
in the cabin. Perhaps her modesty had 
something to do with it, for I always found 
Dick Hershaw with her. I saw plainly 
what was going on, and besides, having no 
desire to spoil sport, I could see the 
chances which were afforded me by Dick's 
neglect of the vessel. So I did my best to 
avoid interrupting the spooning business. 

' But what was most bewildering to me 
was that I could not make out in what 
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direction we were going, for we seemed to 
be tacking to all points of the compass, 
and never to make any progress in one 
direction. That was lucky for me, as it 
turned out. Suddenly, however, Dick 
ordered the engineer to get up steam, so 
that they might make a straight run to 
our destination. That was done, and you 
may guess how anxious I was to discover 
what that destination might be. I offered 
bribes all round, but without avail ; the 
fact being that no one but Dick himself 
knew where they were bound for.' 

* One afternoon I saw in the distance 
what seemed to be the shadow of land. 
There was no one on deck but myself and 
the man at the wheel, who was half drunk. 
The others were downstairs drinking, sing- 
ing, shouting ; and Dick Hershaw was, at 
intervals, courting Smith. 

< «< Why don't you go down and join your 
mates in their fun ?" I said to the man at 
the wheel. *' You must want something to 

51—2 
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warm you, after standing so long in this 
biting easter." 

* *' Well," says he, in a half stupid way, 
** I don't see why they should have all the 
fun to themselves ; but, you see, there's 
nobody to take the wheel." 

* " Tell me your course, and I'll take it 
for an hour or so." 

* " Right you are," says he, *^ and a 
kindly turn it is." 

* So he pointed out the course, and 
shuffled off down to the saloon to join the 
revel. 

* There was no one on deck but myself. 
There was the great sea rolling around me, 
and yonder was the shadow of land. Steam 
was full up, and the engines were wprking 
splendidly. I grasped the wheel, and 
stopped only an instant to consider that 
perhaps I was about to send this whole 
drunken crew to their last account. But I 
was in a desperate position, and Self con- 
quered. You must just think as mercifully 
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of me as you can, but whilst thinking of 
myself I was also thinking of you, Gordon, 
of Miss Kerr, and — of some one else/ 

The some one else fluttered considerably 
as she gasped, * What did you do ?' 

' I turned the yacht's head straight on to 
the land. I had no wish to hurt the poor 
fellows below, but I was prepared to go 
straight on to rocks or beach as might be, 
so that I might get my foot on land again 
and baffle Wardlaw. 

' The Merlin answered her helm beauti- 
fully. The shadow of land became a 
reality. Eocks, creeks, bays, and houses 
gradually appeared before me. I made out 
what seemed to be a small bay with a 
sloping shore, and I steered for that. 

* Not a soul was conscious of the change 
of the vessel's course, and I was now so 
much excited that I think I should have 
murdered anyone who attempted to interfere 
with me. In went the Merlin into the bay, 
slick up on the beach and over on her side, 
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the engines still going and the propeller 
whirling uselessly in the air. I sprang out 
on to the land, and climbed up the rocks. 
From the height I looked down to see what 
happened to the crew. 

^ The engineer and his assistant were the 
first to show themselves, and they easily 
slid down the deck and scrambled on to the 
beach. Then followed a rush from the 
cabin, some of the fellows tumbling over 
their mates and rolling into the shallow 
water. Last appeared Dick Hershaw, with 
the woman Smith in his arms, she scream- 
ing wilder than a sea maw. They all 
landed safely, and stood for a time looking 
at the wreck, no doubt wondering what 
they were to do. 

* The engineer, who seemed to have 
some sense about him, went back to the 
vessel, damped the fire, and let off steam 
so as to prevent an explosion. Then I 
knew that they could take care of them- 
selves, and went as fast as possible in 
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the direction of the houses I had 
seen. 

* Fortune had favoured me, although my 
landing place was the Ultima Thule, that is 
to say, the most northern point of Uist. 
The people of the village were most 
hospitable, and one man, a descendant of 
the ancient Udallers, took so much interest 
in me that he ordered out a band to help 
the shipwrecked crew ; and I had the satis- 
faction of learning that the Merlin had been 
got afloat with the next tide, and was little 
the worse of being run ashore. 

* I had very little money with me, having 
left home without any idea of such a long 
absence. But that was of no consequence, 
for whatever I required was given freely to 
me if the folk had it. However, my 
journey from island to island occupied many 
days ; but at last I reached Lerwick, and 
the Sheriff proved a good friend. After 
waiting a few days I got the steamer St. 
Claivy which brought me to Aberdeen, and 
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I came straight here as the most likely 
place where I could learn what had occurred 
during my absence. I did not expect to 
arrive so opportunely ' (another glance at 
the smiling Woodleigh) ; ^ but now that I 
am here, you, Craigie, must tell me what is 
to be done/ 

The conclusion of the narrative was 
greeted by an exclamation from all — 
' Thank goodness, you are safe here.' A 
pause, and Craigie spoke : 

' What's to be done ? You and I, Cath- 
cart, go to the Fiscal, then to Dunlarig. 
You, Kenneth, go to Balwhap, and tell 
grannie everything, and where we are to be 
found this evening. You, Mrs. Woodleigh, 
haste you back to the house, and be ready 
to receive us/ 



CHAPTER LIV. 

THE TRUTH. 

Sir George was so well pleased with what 
he had done that he surprised his nurse and 
every member of the household who had 
occasion to see him by his singularly sudden 
restoration of strength. He could not 
walk yet, though he made several attempts 
to do so, and sank back on his chair at 
each failure with a painfully-forced show of 
merriment. 

Whilst Mrs. Woodleigh was away at 
Craigness he declared his resolution of 
dining in state in the grand dining-hall that 
evening, in celebration of the achievement 
of his great purpose, namely — the re-union 
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of the houses of Dunlarig and Benvoir. 
He gave directions that every friend who 
came, or who could be easily reached with 
a pressing invitation, should join him at 
dinner ; and the butler and cook were to do 
their utmost to make the feast as excellent 
as possible. 

The Chevalier was amazed and distressed. 
He regarded this correctly as an excess of 
mania, not as a sign of renewed strength. 
Wardlaw kept gloomily in the background. 
He experienced a saturnine satisfaction in 
the knight's display of vigour ; for it all 
tended to confirm the will as being 
made whilst the man was in his right 
senses. 

But Wardlaw was now anxious to get 
away from the place, and he was much 
disturbed by the failure of all his telegrams, 
addressed to Dick Hershaw, master of the 
BoveTj Peterhead, to evoke any answer. 
He began to suspect Dick of treachery, 
although he continued to hope that the 
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man would be faithful for his own sake. 
At the same time he was conscious that the 
Chevalier was watching his every movement 
closely. 

' The game is in my hand, nevertheless/ 
was his comforting reflection. ' The will 
is made, Dunlarig with all that belongs to 
it is mine ; and so I can laugh at the fools 
who have tried to thwart me.' 

Mrs. Woodleigh on her return was as- 
tounded by the information Campbell gave 
her of the banquet which was to be served 
that evening in the hall. She had, how- 
ever, neither time nor inclination to argue 
with Sir George on the folly of his pro- 
ceedings ; for she had to give special 
attention to her toilet, pending the arrival 
of Cathcart and Craigie. 

When they did arrive, it was arranged 
that Cathcart should not appear at dinner, 
as by doing so he would give Wardlaw 
intimation that his game was played out. 
Craigie, with his usual business tact, told 
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him that he must keep back till he was 
wanted. 

The Knight of Dunlarig was not at all 
surprised to see his partner. He welcomed 
him with a cordiality for which Craigie was 
scarcely prepared ; but, whilst much sur- 
prised by the singular change in his friend, 
he held his tongue, and determined to 
watch events. 

Campbell, the butler, and the footman 
carried Sir George downstairs to the dining- 
hall. The dinner was a success, and the 
master of the house was in high glee. The 
Chevalier was very silent ; Wardlaw was 
most complaisant to everyone. When 
dessert was served. Sir George proposed a 
health to the Earl and Countess of Benvoir, 
and at that moment the door was thrust 
open. 

The Sibyl appeared once again. 

' I am here to tell you, George Kerr, 
that the man you call the Earl of Benvoir 
is an impostor. You know the story of the 
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mother and child taken away from this 
place — it was I who took them. They 
were not placed in the vaults at all. They 
were, by my instructions, carried straight 
to my home. The child was brought up 
as Kenneth Gordon by my faithful servant, 
who is known as Balwhap. No one has 
had any communication with him, and he 
himself has only known within the last few 
weeks the high place which he has a right 
to claim.' 

The Knight of Dunlarig stared at the 
woman, insensible of the meaning of her 
words. 

Drummond Wardlaw looked at her with 
an expression of contempt, and then turned 
to his host. 

^ The woman is insane. Tell somebody 
to take care of her.' 

The Chevalier rose and took the old 
woman to a chair by the fire ; but whilst 
she acknowledged his courtesy with a bow 
she refused to be seated, and he remained 
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standing by her side. It was a bit of that 
natural courtesy which belongs to a gentle- 
man. He knew nothing of the woman, 
beyond the fact that she was a lady, aged, 
and therefore entitled to respect. He had 
learned from Balwhap that it was in her 
power to give information about the origin 
of Kenneth Gordon ; but he had risen to 
offer her the chair, not because of his ex- 
pectation of what else she was about to say, 
but because of his reverence for mere 
womanhood. 

* Hearken to me, George Kerr, and be 
sure that I speak the truth. Kenneth 
Gordon is the true heir of Dunlarig. Once 
before I stood here and told the story of my 
daughter's wrongs. Once again I stand 
here to tell you to respect the boy's rights. 
Fail in doing so, and the curse of a woman 
who has waited for all these years will fall 
upon you. Fate — by what strange means 
God only knows — has brought your daugh- 
ter and the child of my heart together. 
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Let them be united. Woe will befall you if 
you dare to keep them asunder. Woe will 
befall you if in your present madness you 
try to separate two beings whom God has 
united.' 

Sir George continued to stare at the 
woman, unable to comprehend her strange 
words ; but Wardlaw spoke : 

' Shouldn't you direct Campbell to turn 
this woman out at the door, Sir George ? 
That seems to me the proper course to 
adopt.' 

* Permit me to speak,' said the Chevalier 
firmly. ' This lady speaks as one knowing 
the truth. Instead of sending her away, 
we should hear what she has to say. I 
have learned that her evidence is suflScient 
to render all your claims, Wardlaw, to the 
earldom of Benvoir worthless. I have also 
learned that you have been guilty of an 
act which will bring you within immediate 
reach of the law.' 

Wardlaw started to his feet. 
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* What do you mean T 
' Yon want to be satisfied ?' 
The Chevalier threw open the door. ^ The 
Other ' was standing outside. 
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CHAPTER LV. 

THE LAST CARD. 

The poor knight, who had been so recently 
at the height of gratified vanity, sat help- 
lessly looking on at the strange scene. His 
weakened intellect was unable to compre- 
hend more of the situation than that there 
was a disturbance in which his friend and 
guest, ^ the Earl,' was seriously implicated. 
Although Wardlaw was startled by the 
Chevalier's sudden announcement that the 
hand of justice was uplifted, he recovered 
his self-possession instantly, and was about 
to reply with a sneer at this apparent 
breach of faith. Was this how one who 
pretended to be a gentleman and the 

VOL. III. 



• "« 



226 heart's delight. 

descendant of kings kept his word of 
honour ? 

He overlooked the fact that he had him- 
self broken faith by continuing to pursue 

his intentions regarding Milly ; he forgot 

* 

the attempt on Gordon's life, and the kid- 
napping of Cathcart. T/i^y had given him 
no pledge to be silent, and they demanded 
justice. 

But he did not regain his equanimity so 
quickly when he saw ' The Other ' standing 
outside the door grinning complacently, as 
if there were a joke in the proceedings. 

The thought flashed upon him — he had 
been betrayed by some member of the Circle 
— perhaps by this man himself. 

With his finger, the man beckoned to 
him, and Wardlaw stepped quickly into the 
hall. 

There he encountered a new surprise. At 
the foot of the broad staircase stood Cath- 
cart and Balwhap. The latter had been 
• commanded by his mistress, Dame Alison 
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M'Alister, who had been so long known as 
simply grannie, to drive her at once to 
Dunlarig, when she learned from Kenneth's 
report what it was proposed to do there 
that night. She was resolved that under 
the roof-tree of his ancestors the rights of 
her grandson should be proclaimed. 

Kenneth and his foster father tried to 
persuade her not to venture out until the 
morning. But she would take no denial of 
her command. Her deafness and weakness 
had been in great measure feigned in order 
to escape the questionings of the too curious. 
Now that the time for action had arrived, 
she rose to the occasion with the spirit and 
strength of the Gael. 

She, however, forbade Kenneth to go, 
partly because she feared some act of vio- 
lence from Wardlaw, and partly because 
she desired that he should not enter Dun- 
larig again until his true position was 
acknowledged. 

Kenneth submitted with an ill grace, but 
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he could not disobey one to whom he was 
indebted for so much watchful care, tender- 
ness, and protection. 

Balwhap was not at all sorry to make 
the journey, for, as he said, * he just wanted 
to lay hands on the villain.' He was, how- 
ever, persuaded to keep his hands off, un- 
less the culprit should be foolish enough to 
*show fight,' or attempt to escape. There 
would be satisfaction enough in seeing him 
tried and condemned to penal servitude. 

When Wardlaw saw Cathcart, he knew 
that it was only by some most desperate 
ruse that he would be able to elude the 
avengers. He affected not to see him, and 
in an off-hand way addressed * The Other.' 

* Well, my man, what can I do for you?' 
The man gave a quick warning signal 

with his finger, as he answered in a friendly 
tone — 

* We want you to make a little excursion 
with us to-night, and if you will put on 
your hat everything will be explained to 
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you. That gentleman' (indicating Cath- 
cart) * does not wish to have any fuss in the 
house/ 

Wardlaw eyed him sharply. The signal 
betokened him a friend ; the words sug- 
gested him to be a traitor. However, he 
could be in no worse plight than he was at 
present by trusting him. He was the more 
ready to adopt this course, as the penalty of 
treachery on the part of any member of the 
Circle was — Death. 

^ Very well,' he said carelessly, * I shall 
be ready to give and receive explanations 
outside. But first you will allow me to go 
to my room for a hat.' 

^ I shall go with you if you don't mind ; 
it's all in the way of business.' 

Wardlaw nodded, and proceeded with 
deliberate steps up the broad staircase, 
looking neither to right nor left. 

Cathcart regarded him with an expres- 
sion of contempt, in which there was a 
shade of pity. Balwhap glared at him, 
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and was only restrained by his companion's 
firm grasp from seizing him on the instant, 
despite his promises to be patient. Ward- 
law paid no heed to either. 

* You look out down here, gentlemen,' 
said * The Other,' as he passed them. * I'll 
take care of him up there.' 

When they got into the room the man 
closed the door very quietlj'', and then 
turned to Wardlaw : 

* Is there any other way out of this 
house except by the back and front- 
doors ?' 

^ Yes — ^why do you ask ?' 

* Because the doors are guarded by con- 
stables waiting to arrest you. The war- 
rants were procured this afternoon, and it 
seems to me that they have an ugly case 
against you. But you are the best judge 
on that score.' 

* How do you come here as one of the 
party who are hunting me, when you tell 
me all this ?' was the suspicious inquiry. 
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* Because it was the only way to give 
you a chance of making tracks.' 

^ Ah, how does that happen ?' 

* This is how. Your old comrade, 
Cathcart, found me at Luckie's Howff. 
He has got at the fact somehow that we 
are both associated with ' 

He jerked his thumb towards the west 
and gave a significant nod. 

* Damn him !' muttered Wardlaw, with 
clenched teeth and a dangerous expression 
on his white face. • 

* So,' continued the man, speaking 
hastily, but in a whisper, * he gave me 
my choice — to be given in charge at once 
or to come along here and identify you as 
one of us.' 

* And you came ?' 

* To help you and myself. There was 
no other way. I came along quite cheer- 
ful, and they believe they have got a sure 
witness against you and the Others. But 
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I am more afraid of the Others than of 
them/ 

* That is true, and therefore I can trust 
you.' 

* Guess you are right. Now, where is 
your yacht T 

* That cursed hound, Hershaw, must 
have taken a bribe to betray me, or Cath- 
cart could not have been here so soon. I 
have written and telegraphed to him at 
Peterhead, where he was to wait orders, 
and till to-night I have not been able to 
make out why there was no answer. But 
now I know, and if I live he shall be sorry 
for it.' 

Suddenly the light was turned down by 
* The Other,' and Wardlaw, startled, stood 
ready to defend himself. 

* Look there,' said his companion, as he 
drew the curtains of the window a little 
way apart. 

Wardlaw looked out, and by the light 
shining through the glass above the hall- 
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door he saw the dark figures of the con- 
stables, waitmg. He drew back quickly. 

*You see, we must clear out by some 
means ; then, as it would not do for us to 
travel together, you take your way, and 111 
take mine. Guess I'll make for the States 
if I can manage to run the gauntlet.' 

Wardlaw did not speak. He hastily 
exchanged his upper garment for a shooting- 
jacket and a light overcoat. Then, putting 
on a cap, he drew his companion outside, 
locked the door, and took the key with him, 
hoping that time might be gained by the 
pursuers having to break open the door to 
discover their flight. 

He led the way noiselessly in a direction 
which placed the main staircase behind 
them. He turned into another passage, 
much narrower than the one they had 
quitted. This took them to the oldest 
part of the building — a square tower. 
From the tower there was a long disused 
staircase, which was shown to visitors as a 
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curiosity. Wardlaw had explored it, never 
dreaming that his exploration was to prove 
of such vital importance to him as he found 
it now. 

He had discovered that the stair went 
down to a dark passage, which opened in 
the middle of the great boxwood hedge. 
There was no likelihood of any of the 
watchers being outside the hedge. 

He and his companion groped their way 
through the passage with that rapidity 
which the desire of life inspires men with 
under any difficulties. 

They emerged in a moonlit mist. 
There was no sound of any living thing 
near them. Wardlaw hurried along by the 
greenhouses, through the kitchen-garden, 
and on to the mountain-path. 

* Now,' said Wardlaw, * that way leads to 
the village — I'm going there — this way to 
Aboyne.' 

^ I won't risk the village, thank you, nor 
Aboyne either. I see a path there which 
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seems to lead across the hills ; I'll risk my 
luck on that. I suppose you have some 
plan, or you would not venture into the 
village/ 

* I have. Are you supplied with 
money T 

' Not so well as I ought to be.' 

* There,' and some English notes were 
thrust into his hand. ^ You have given 
me a chance for freedom — maybe for 
life.' 

^ All right. Good-bye, and good luck to 
us both.' 

The two men separated, and were soon 
lost to each other in the mist. 

Wardlaw made a short circuit of the 
Dunlarig grounds, and proceeded to the 
inn. Without entering it, he went to the 
stables, and found the ostler busy at work. 
A gift suitable to the emergency of the 
case secured the harnessing of his mare in 
a few minutes, he himself assisting. He 
rode oflf at a gallop, and the ostler was not 
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surprised, for ^ the gentleman said he was 

gain' for the doctor.' 

He galloped up the hill road, at first 

with only a vague idea of the direction in 

which he should seek safety, but presently 

it took form, and he rode on at a steady 

pace. 

* * * ♦ ♦ 

Cathcart made no objection to the in- 
former, as he believed * The Other ' had 
become, going with Wardlaw to his room, 
because he fancied that the man might get 
some useful information from him by pre- 
tending friendliness. Besides, the doors 
and windows were so completely guarded 
outside that it seemed impossible for the 
criminal to escape. 

Therefore, when the Chevalier told him 
that his presence was required in the dining- 
hall, he had no hesitation in obeying the 
summons. 

^You keep watch, Balwhap,' he said, 
* and call us if you see anything amiss.' 
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* Oo ay, I'se do that/ was the cordial 
answer, ^ but you mith hand us out a dram . 
This is drouthy work/ 

' Here is Campbell. He is the man to 
see to your wants.' 

And Campbell did, with a liberal hand. 

* Come here, Airdcluny,' said Craigie, 
as Cathcart entered, * I want you to tell 
Sir George what you know of the rightful 
heir of Benvoir.' 

* Willingly. My father had a good deal 
to do with the late Laird of Dunlarig, and 
knew that he was, without question, the 
direct descendant of the oldest male branch 
of the Benvoir family, and but for his reck- 
less habits would have obtained possession 
of title and estates. But he died suddenly 
in a drunken fit of passion, and his only 
son was supposed to have died in infancy. 
Then the Wardlaws, belonging to younger 
branches of the family, became the heirs. 
But neither of the two branches of . the 
Wardlaws who claimed the titles and 
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* To return to our first subject, may I 
ask you, madam, why you have kept this 
important matter so long a secret T the 
Chevalier asked Dame M'Alister with re- 
spectful curiosity. 

* Because I hated the whole race, and 
because I feared what they might try to do 
to the bairn. My fears are justified by 
what this man has tried to do. I had 
dreams that Kenneth would make a name 
and place for himself; and it was not until 
I learned that the treasure he prized most 
in this world was likely to be stolen from 
him by a man who usurped his rights that 
I determined to give up my dream. The 
work is done, the case is won, and he is 
now the Earl of Benvoir.* 

She sat down at last, exhausted by 
the excitement through which she had 
passed. 

Balwhap here put his head in at the 
door. 

* I'm no seekin' a dram, thank ye, but 
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I'm thinking yon birkie is a lang while 
putting on his hat/ 

Thereupon the discovery of the escape 
was made, and the pursuit began. 



VOL. III. 



53 



CHAPTER LVI. 

OVERTAKEN. 

*YESy that is the last place where they 
would think of looking for me,' was Ward- 
law's reflection as he rode on through the 
mist, * and she is the last person they 
would expect me to dare to ask protection 
from. That is my good reason for doing it. 
She is brave enough to defy the devU, but 
she has pity endugh to help him out of a 
scrape if she can be convinced that his 
claws are pared. They are all away at this 
general assembly of my enemies ; I can 
easily outwit the old she-dragon, and find 
an opportunity to speak to her alone. So, 
hey for Craigness !' 

He had performed the first stage of his 
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journey at a gallop, but by-and-by he 
was compelled to slacken the pace. Even 
had the night not been misty he was a 
httle uncertain of his way after a certain 
point, and was several times obliged to 
ask for directions from casual passengers 
— ^mostly stalwart young ploughmen who 
were stealing the hours of sleep for 
courting purposes — and at wayside cot- 
tages. 

In the intervals his thoughts continued to 
run on his present position, and the possible 
future. 

'And that cub has got the title and estate ! 
I hope he'll break his neck before he takes 
possession. I have lost everything except 
Dunlarig. That is not lost yet, if the old 
ass Kerr would only die before they re- 
member to get the will cancelled. If he 
would die — ^hum, . . . that is a matter to 
be thought about as soon as I am out of 
this scrape.' 

And thus, even in his great extremity, 
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he was calculating the results of future 
schemes. 

Arrived at Craigness, he did not enter 
the avenue, but went round by the farm 
road which led to the steading. He knew 
the place well, for he had frequently recon- 
noitred it whilst the Merlin was lying off 
the Point. 

Having fastened the mare to a ring 
beside the stable door, he stole cautiously 
through the garden to the front of the house. 
He approached the first window in which 
there was a light. The blind had been 
carelessly drawn down, leaving a space at 
the foot, through which he peered. With 
great satisfaction he saw Milly seated in an 
arm-chair reading. She was alone, waiting 
for Kenneth, for Babbie was in the kitchen 
looking after her maidens and seeing to the 
preparation of supper for the folk that were 
coming. 

He tapped on the window. 

Milly was startled. The tap was re- 
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peated. Then she laid down her book and 
advanced calmly to the window. 

* Who is there ?' she asked. 

* A man who is being hmited like a wolf 
by those who thirst for his blood. A man 
who reveres you and craves your help— 
Wardlaw.' 

Bepugnance and indignation were her 
first feelings, but she did not yet know the 
whole of his guilt, and compassion for one 
in danger succeeded. 

^ How can I help you ?' 

* Give me some place of hiding for one 
night, and be silent to any one who seeks 
me.' 

She hesitated. Was it right to grant 
this boon ? Might there not be danger to 
those she loved if she complied ? But he 
had trusted her ; he was pleading for his 
life. 

* Go to the hayloft above the second 
byre. It has two compartments, and the 
inner one is not much used at present. 



246 HEART'S DELIGHT, 

You will be safe there for the night, 
perhaps for several days/ 

* I trusted in your goodness, and I was 
not wrong. Thank you/ 

She was touched by the words — the 
most fervent Wardlaw had ever uttered. 

* Stop a minute,' she said hastily, and 
went out of the room. 

Presently she returned carrying a small 
stable lantern^ 

' Take this, but be careful to keep it 
shaded, for if a light is seen there will be 
a search, and the people hereabout do not 
like you.' 

She raised the lattice and gave him the 
lantern. He would have seized the pro- 
tecting hand and kissed it in gratitude, but 
some good instinct influenced him for the 
moment, and he refrained, feeling that he 
was unworthy to touch the hand of such a 
woman. 

He went away hurriedly, muttering some- 
thing that was his attempt at a blessing. 
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He had cursed often, but be bad never 
blessed anyone before. 

Not expecting to bave furtber use for tbe 
mare, be turned ber loose into an adjacent 
field, after removing tbe saddle and bridle. 
Tbese articles he carried with him to the 
loft. The inner place to which he had 
been directed was used for rough carpenter- 
work, as was indicated by a bench and 
some tools. It was also used for chopping 
wood, and beside a small pile of logs lay a 
woodcutter's axe. 

With the saddle and some of the logs he 
shaded the lantern, and he placed logs 
against the door to prevent its being easily 
opened. His idea was to tramp as a beggar 
to some small port, and there secure a pas- 
sage in any vessel that was about to put to 
sea. Whither it might be going was of no 
consequence, so long as it did not bring 
him back to Scotland. 

To effect the necessary disguise, he took 
off coats and vest, and began to make ju- 
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dicious rents in the overcoat and vest. The 
shooting-jacket he meant to keep whole. 

While thus engaged, he was startled by 
the distant sound of voices coming rapidly 
nearer to his place of hiding. He was 
tracked ; and it flashed upon him that it 
was by means of his insanity in making 
inquiries about the route that he had been 
tracked so quickly. Fool that he was ! to 
have managed everything so well, and then 
to have blundered so egregiously in such a 
simple matter. 

The voices were suddenly hushed, and he 
listened in an agony of suspense. Then 
they rose again still nearer, and again were 
hushed. But there was some one in the 
loft. He heard a light step approaching. . 

He snatched up the huge axe and sprang 
to the door, ready to strike down the first 
who entered. There was a slight knock, 
and then he was almost unnerved by hear- 
ing the gentle voice of Milly. 

' They have discovered your retreat. Mr. 
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Cathcart, Balwhap, with Nicol Johnstone 
and the fishers, are searching everywhere 
for you, and the police are at hand. Go 
away at once to some other place/ 

* Are yon alone T he asked hoarsely, 
suspecting even her. 

' Yes, yes ; go quickly, or it will be too 
late.' 

He flung open the door, and, without a 
word, rushed by her. There was the mist 
to befriend him, but he did not pause to 
consider the direction he took. All he 
cared for was to get away from those ter- 
rible voices, which rose once more in fury. 

Suddenly he came upon the main road, 
and found himself face to face with Kenneth 
Gordon, behind whom were several con- 
stables. They attempted to clutch him, 
but with a yell of terror he sprang to 
one side, then darted like a deer across the 
road, blindly making straight for Craigness 
Point. 

The tide was at the full, and the waves 
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were lashing up against the perpendicular 
rock. 

Kenneth, whilst following, called after 
him to stop, or he would be killed. The 
voice only quickened his mad pace. Pre- 
sently there was a wild shriek, and Drum- 
mond Wardlaw disappeared in the dark- 
ness. 

He was never seen or heard of again, 
and his fate remained hidden in the dark- 
ness in which he had disappeared. Doubt- 
less he had been caught by some of those 
high-reaching waves, and swirled out to 
sea. 



CHAPTER LVII. 

A QUIET WEDDING. 

The tragic fate of Wardlaw deprived the 
London detective and the Aberdeen con- 
stables of a prize, and they retired in disap- 
pointment. The subject was too horrible 
for Kenneth to speak about it at Craigness, 
and for some time Milly understood no 
more about the fate of the man who had 
so nearly wrecked her happiness than 
that he had escaped the officers of jus- 
tice. 

By-and-by a solemn conclave met at 
Craigness House. It was composed of the 
brother and sister, Dr. Farquhar, Cathcairt, 
and Kenneth ; and the subject of delibera- 
tion was whether the latter person and 
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Milly should be united immediately, or 
should wait until Sir George's intellect had 
sufficiently recovered to enable him to com- 
prehend the position of affairs. 

Their decision was unanimous, although 
each member of the conclave had different 
reasons for arriving at it. 

Dr. Farquhar was of opinion that the 
marriage would be advantageous to his 
patient, by putting an end to the state of 
doubt and struggle which had induced her 
illness, and that it might also aid the 
recovery of Sir George. 

Craigie laid great stress on the declara- 
tion of the knight that his daughter should 
not return to Dunlarig except as the Coun- 
tess of Benvoir. Babbie had become so 
terrified at the thought of the possible con- 
sequences to her bairn from the * auld fool's 
thrawnness,' that she was ready to lay 
aside all her inbred notions of decorum in 
such matters in order to secure for Milly a 
competent protector in the person of Ken- 
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neth. Cathcart had great faith in the 
cahning power of the fait accompli. 

Kenneth, of course, heartily agreed with 
his friends, and did not care a button about 
their reasons, so long as they tended 
towards the accomplishment of the desire 
of his heart. 

But the final decision rested with Milly 
herself, and it was decreed that Mistress 
Babbie was the proper person to approach 
her on the subject ; for the girl would at 
once understand that the case must be a 
strong one indeed, or the sedate spinster 
would never consent to act as advocate. 
She was too much in earnest to think of 
the curious nature of the embassage on 
which she willingly departed. 

Cathcart, however, could hardly forbear 
a smile at the irony of fate in making this 
staunch upholder of the proprieties and of 
the advantages of single blessedness set 
forth to persuade a girl to be married ; and, 
what was awful from a feminine point of 
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view, to be married straight oflF, without 
wedding-gown, cake, bridesmaids, or any 
of the paraphernalia supposed to be indis- 
pensable in approaching the gates of 
Hymen ! 

But the incongruous deputy had not so 
hard a task as might have been imagined. 
Milly's mind had been prepared for the 
€vent, for it was not to be supposed that 
Kenneth's self-restraint was superhuman, 
and that he had never shown any sign of 
lover-like impatience. Of more weight 
still with Milly was the apprehension 
which had come to her — through no direct 
speech, but from looks and hints, and^ 
silences of those around her — of what was - 
her father's real condition. 

She had the knowledge of what had 
gone before to help her — like Craigie — to 
this understanding that it might be the 
best medicine for her father if she could 
go back to him with Kenneth and 
say : 
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* See, father, yon have your wish — I 
return to yon the Countess after all !' 

So, when Babbie, after fidgeting about 
the room for a while, putting things crooked 
only to have an excuse for putting them 
straight again, spoke in a husky voice and 
as if she were out of breath, hinting at her 
mission, she was not surprised. 

* Milly, my bairn, you ken by this time 
that neither Craigie nor me would advise 
you to your harm — do you no T 

' I am sure of that, Babbie.' 

' Weel, we think, and the doctor and 
Mr. Cathcart think — ^no to speak of Ken- 
neth himsel' — ^that you should just be 
married oflf-hand. Your father, poor man, 
has need of somebody to look after him, 

• 

and you should do that. What is your ain 
opinion, lassie ?' 

Milly was silent for a space, and then 
with gentle seriousness answered : 

' I have been thinking about it, and it 
does seem to me the best way to settle 
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the matter. I am glad you all think 
so too. But .... Oh, Babbie, it will 
be terrible if my father does not under- 
stand !' 

^ Never heed that. He has said that 
you were to marry the Earl, and you shall: 
Forbve, we are all to be at the hame- 
coming, and if I canna make the auld — I 
mean your father — understand that he has 
gotten his wish in a far better way than 
his ain, I havena got a tongue in my head.' 

After this energetic declaration Babbie 
continued to move nervously about the 
room, lifting up and putting down things, 
and dusting where there was no dust, till 
Milly, who was amused as well as puzzled 
by the curious conduct of her good friend, 
asked : 

* Have you got something else to tell 
me?' 

*No exactly something else, but I was 
thinking that you had better be getting 
ready.* 
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* Getting ready ! for what T 

* Oh, just to be married. You see the 
license has been got, and Mrs. Woodleigh 
and the old man with the curls and the 
queer name are coming this morning at ony 
rate, and Kenneth will bring the minister in 
half an hour. Syne, when it's a* by, we'll 
go over to Dunlarig all together and see you 
settled at hame.' 

Milly was for a moment startled by the 
suddenness of this arrangement for her 
wedding ; and the next moment she put her 
arms round the affectionate woman's neck. 

' Very well, you dear, kind old Babbie, 
it is better so. I could not bear to have 
strangers present and to make preparations 
when papa is not well and cannot be with 
us. I hope when he knows everything he 
will soon be like himself again. Do you 
think he will, Babbie ?' 

*No a doubt about it, bairn; but the 

mind is a strange thing, and the doctor says 

we will need to be very patient with him. I 
VOL. Ill, 54 
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am going now to tell them that you are 
ready, and to see that everything is in order. 
Ill come back for you in a wee whilie.' 

The good woman's eyes were glistening 
with tears, half of sympathy with the girl's 
painful position, and half of motherly sad- 
ness at the thought that in entering upon 
wifehood she might stray a step away from 
her nurse's arms and all old associations of 
childhood. 

And so, in the quiet parlour at Craigness, 
with no outsiders present, but the old ser- 
vants of the household, Kenneth and Milly 
stood before the white-haired minister of 
the parish church. The few simple ques- 
tions which the Scotch ceremony of marriage 
ordains were asked and answered with 
becoming earnestness; they joined hands, 
a brief prayer asking a blessing upon their 
union was said, and they were man and 
wife. 

There would have been no outward sign 
that the only daughter of Sir George Kerr 
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was a bride had not Mrs. Woodleigh 
brought with her the veil belonging to 
the gorgeous wedding raiment which the 
proud father had ordered from London in 
preparation for the grand ceremony he had 
in view. The girl v/as in no mood for 
arguing over trifles. Consequently the two 
elder ladies had their way, and the delicate 
lace hung like a mist over Milly's downcast 
head and dark gown. It was a very serious 
affair, as indeed a wedding should be, and 
Mrs. Woodleigh said in confidence to Cath- 
cart : ' 

^ It is more like a funeral than a 
bridal.' 

* Never mind,' was his comforting replj'^ ; 
'we'll rouse them up when our turn 
comes.' 

There was an incident, however, which 
gave some distinction to the simple but 
important proceedings. The Chevalier, 
when offering his congratulations to the 
Countess of Benvoir, and wishing her all 

54—2 
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happiness in the new life upon which she 
was entering, presented to her a cairngorm 
brooch, the chief value of which was that it 
had b.een taken from a set of ornaments and 
jewels inherited by him, and originally the 
property of the Chevalier of the '45. 

As soon as the ceremony was over, the 
whole party started for Dunlarig, where the 
sumptuous banquet ordered by Sir George 
awaited them. 

Milly's mind . was much agitated by 
thoughts of the past, and of the approach- 
ing meeting with her father. As they 
entered the gates of her home she thought 
of the terrible night on which she left it, 
and could not but hail it as a favourable 
omen that on this day the sun was shining 
brightly, making Benlarig seem to smile a 
welcome to them. 

Sir George had been carried to the dining- 
hall, and was waiting in state to receive the 
party. He would have liked to receive 
them in the drawing-room, but on account 
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of his infirmity it was deemed advisable 
that he should take his place in the apart- 
ment where the banquet was to be given. 
When Campbell announced * the Earl and 
Countess of Ben voir/ the poor knight's face 
brightened with a degree of intelligence 
which had not appeared on it for many 
days. 

Milly was trembling with agitation when 
she entered, leaning on Kenneth's arm. 
Craigie went up to his friend. 

' You have your wish, Geordie. This is 
the Earl and this the Countess.' 

Sir George, with his old grand manner, 
smilingly attempted to rise ; but Milly, 
with a pang, recognising his difi&culty, put 
her arms round his neck, and kissing him, 
whispered.: 

* Papa — my own dear papa, I am glad 
to be with you again.' 

She said nothing of the pain she experi- 
enced in witnessing the change which had 
come over him. 
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* You have made your father very proud 
and happy, Milly/ was his salutation, 
with an eflFort to be dignified, which was 
somewhat marred by fond weakness. 

To Kenneth he bowed, looking at him 
with a curious smile, as if he saw some one 
else through him. He did not seem to 
realize that it was Kenneth Gordon who 
stood before him. All he saw was the 
Earl of Benvoir. Everybody was mystified 
by his conduct, but a look from Dr. Farqu- 
har warned them that it was best not to 
seek any explanation. 

How far Sir George was the subject of 
hallucination, and how far he was affecting 
to misunderstand the details of the position 
in order to avoid a scene and to save his 
own vanity the humiliation of having to 
admit the mistake he had made, even Dr. 
Farquhar could not divine. 



CHAPTER LVIII. 

SUMMING UP. 

The bridal of the Laird of Airdcluny took 
place in a few days, and it was an event 
long remembered in the country side. The 
young Countess, desirous that her father's 
vast preparations on her account should not 
be entirely wasted, determined to utilize 
them for Mrs. Woodleigh's benefit. The 
wedding was of course to take place at 
Dunlarig, which had been the bride's home 
for so many years. 

Not only the lairds of the neighbourhood 
were invited, but all the tenants of Aird- 
cluny, Benvoir, and Dunlarig ; whilst on 
each estate separate feasts were provided 
for the ploughmen, shepherds, and their 
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wives and baims. The fisher folk of Craig- 
ness had a revel to themselves, under the 
direction of Craigie's foreman. 

In the four places such feasting and such 
dancing of reels had not been known for 
years. 

To please her father, Milly, in honour of 
the occasion, wore the bridal dress which 
he had provided for her, and everybody 
owned that the young Countess sustained 
the dignity of her position as much by her 
grace of manner as by her simple good 
nature. 

In answer to a sagacious remark of 
Mistress Babbie as to whether or not 
Cathcart was sure that he had found the 
right lady, the bridegroom said : 

' No fear of that. Although at first I 
only thought that I had found in Mrs. 
Woodleigh a suitable mistress for Airdcluny, 
I know now that I am to have a loving 
wife.' 

And so it proved. 
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The farm of Balmawhap became the 
property of its present tenant by a deed of 
gift from his foster-son, Kenneth, now Earl 
of Benvoir. But the fact that he was now 
a laird in his own right made no difference 
to Balwhap. He went on in his old jovial 
fashion, attending fairs and markets, buying 
and selling with success and getting *fou/ 
Whenever he visited his grand friends, he 
would, after the first salutations, repeat with 
his pawky smile his familiar saying, * I'm 
no seeking a dram, you ken, but I wouldna 
say no/ 

He wanted to leave all his possessions to 
Kenneth, but by the latter's advice he 
bequeathed everything to his niece, Mary 
Glass, and the heart of her hitherto always 
unlucky father was made glad at last. 

Grannie persisted in remaining at 
Balmawhap. No persuasion was strong 
enough to induce her to visit Dunlarig 
again. 

' I am an old woman,' she said, ^ and the 
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place is associated with too many bitter 
memories which I do not wish to have 
revived. But come to me, bairns, as often 
as may be ; for in the com'se of nature I 
cannot be here for long. Thanks be to Him, 
I am happy now in seeing you happy.' 

And they did see her very often. 

Wee Nicol Johnstone worked on in great 
contentment at his coggies and pretty 
boxes, his life being filled with joy by his 
a£fection for the *bonnie Countess of 
Ben voir,' to whom he had been able to 
render such important service by giving 
warning to her friends of her peril. She 
never failed to see him whenever she 
visited Craigness. Lang Nicol thrived, 
and grew more and more to admire the 
decrepit child he had at one time regarded 
as an afiOiiction. 

Regarding the MerUriy now called the 
Rover, as Cathcart presumed, it was easily 
floated again when the tide rose, having 
sustained comparatively little damage from 
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being beached for a few hours. Hershaw 
swore at everybody for neglect of duty, and 
how far his passion might have carried him 
is impossible to say, for it w£|.s subdued by 
the influence of Smith, whose charms had so 
affected him that his unwilling passenger 
had found opportunity to escape. 

After some delay in making repairs, he 
shaped his course for Peterhead. But he 
had to pass along the whole wild coast of 
Shetland, and a still further delay was 
caused by heavy storms — in which it must 
be said that Hershaw paid more attention 
to consolmg Smith than to his duties as 
skipper. Beaching the port at last, he 
found all Wardlaw's telegrams, the latest one 
directing him to lie off Oraigness Point 
until signalled. But he also found a news- 
paper, in which there was a paragraph 
briefly narrating the accident at that place 
to a man named Wardlaw. It stated that 
the person named had been flying from the 
police, who ' wanted ' him on several grave 
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charges, and in his flight he had stumbled 
over the cli£f. 

Then a bright idea struck Dick Hershaw. 
If Wardlaw was a criminal and dead, he 
could not come to claim the yacht. To 
suit his master's purposes, he had, on 
various occasions, pretended to be the 
owner of the vessel. It would be the 
easiest thing in the world for him to 
assume the position in reality now. 

Smith had already consented to share 
his fortunes, though to be the bride of a 
rough seaman was hardly the fate to which 
she had aspired. He confided his present 
plan to her, and she entirely approving it, 
he proceeded to carry it out immediately. 
He took the yacht to Leith, paid off the 
men with moneys which Wardlaw had 
entrusted to him, and sold the vessel. 
There was no difficulty in finding a pur- 
chaser, as the merits of the little craft were 
obvious. 

That business satisfactorily concluded, he 
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led his charming bride to the altar, and 
indulged in high revelry and the delights of 
idleness for a few months. What little 
money was left he invested in a share in a 
canal barge. A bargee he remained to the 
end of his life, popular among his class, 
any of whom he could beat in drinking, 
smoking, and swearing. 

As the barge glided slowly along with its 
grimy cargo, * her ladyship ' — as Smith, 
now Mrs. Hershaw, was nicknamed from 
her grand way of talking — might have been 
seen on any sunny day standing discon- 
tentedly enough on deck, her husband lying 
at full length, with his head on his arm, 
and short clay pipe in his mouth, whilst 
two or three coal-begrimed children were 
rolling about at her feet. 



Craigie managed to pull the business 
of Kerr and Co. through the difficulties in 
which it had been involved by the wild 
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speculations Sir George had been induced 
to enter into by Wardlaw, and by the frauds 
of the latter. 

Georgetown proved a great success, 
thanks to the plans conceived by Kenneth, 
and ably carried out by the young engineer 
Leslie. 

For two years after Milly's marriage the 
name * Kenneth ' never passed the lips of 
Sir George, and he did not yet seem able 
to identify him with the Earl of Benvoir. 
He spoke of him as * the Earl ' or * his 
Lordship.' In addressing him directly — 
which he seldom did — he called him ' Ben- 
voir.' 

But when Milly bore a son, and the little 
one was set upon his grandsire's knee, there 
came a change over him. He never, in- 
deed, referred to the incidents of that time 
of terror, now happily gone by, but be 
began occasionally to use the familiar * Ken- 
neth ;' and, whatever shadow of the past 
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might still lurk in the recesses of his mind, 
he seemed to be as fully conscious of the 
present joy as the happy parents of the 
vigorous little lord, his grandson. 



THE END. 
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from Diderot's **Le Paradoxe sur le 
Com6dien," by Walter Hbrribs 
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry 
Irving. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, 48. 6d. 

Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 6d. 

Poetical ingenuities and Eccentrl- 
cities. Post 8vo, cleth limp, 28. 6d. 

Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towns; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 78. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of the. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
houses of'^the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's 
*' Reader's Handbook."} Crown 8vo, 
half-bound, 128. 6d. [In preparation. 

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, 

cl. ex., Vignette Portraits, 68. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes 
Critical and Explanatonr, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. 
Edit, by Col. Cunningham. 3 Vols. 

Chapman's Worlds. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with IntroductoryEssay 
by A. C. Swinburne; Vol. III., Trans- 
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Worlcs. Inciudine his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunmnq- 
HAM. One Vol» 



l!>RAMATisTs, ThbjOld, Continued-' 
Masslnger's Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifforo. Edited by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol. 

Dyer. — The Folk -Lore of 

Plants. By T. F. Thisblton Dter, 
M.A., &c. Crown 8vc^ cloth extra, 
78. 6d. [in preparation. 

Early English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 68. per Volume. 

Fletcher's (Qiles, B.D.J Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert ( Lord) of Cherbury's Poems. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churton Collins. Crown 8vo, 
parchment, 88. 

Edwardes(Mrs.A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Archie Lovell. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 
2a. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Eggleston.— Roxy: ANovel. By 

Edward Eggleston. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Emanuel.^On Diamonds and 

Precious stones: their History, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 

Englishman's House, The : A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
fiill Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition. 
N early 60Q Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex. ,78.6d, 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.8.A.), 
Worlcs by: 
stories fk*om the State Papers. 
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre* 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Studies Re-stud led : Historical 
Sketches from Original Soarcss. 
Demy 8vo, cloth 6xtrs, Itt. 
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Eyes, The.— How to Use our 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. Bt 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. Witn 
_ 5a Illustrations. !■.; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Falrholt. — Tobacco : Its His- 
tory and Associations ; with an Ac- 
coant of the Plant and its Mann- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and upwards of xoo lUustrap 
tions by the Author. Cr. 8vo, cl.ex., 6». 

Familiar Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscellaneous Informatiod : 
including the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs^ Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. By William A. Wheeler, 
Author ol " Noted Names of Fiction ; ** 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Roval Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

On the Vai*louft Foroes of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.CS. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

Farrer. — Military Manners 

and Customs. By J. A. Farrer, 
Author of "Primitive Manners and 
Customs," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
6b. 

Fin-Bec — The Cupboard 

Papers: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Beg. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr. 8 vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna, j Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady Qf Brantpmo. 



Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 

plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems, with Memorial-Intro* 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosakt, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds.| 68. 

Fonblanque Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. Bv Albany de Fonblanque. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

Franclllon (R. E.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, iliust. boards, 28. each. 
Oiympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. | A Re al Queen. 

Esther's Qlove. Fcap. Svo, picture 
cover, la. 

French Literature, History of. 

Bv Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 vols., demy Svo, cl. bds., 78. 6a. each. 

Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.L, &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Friswell.— Oneof Two: ANovel. 

By Hain Friswell. Post Svo, illus- 
trated_board8, 28. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 
Circus Life and CIrous Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Conjurers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry.— Royal Guide to the Lon- 
don Charities, 1886-6. By Herbert 
Fry. Showing! their Name, Date of 
Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, 
&c. Published Annually. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 18. 6d. [Shortly. 

Gardening Books: 

A Year's Work In Garden and Qreen- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By George Glennv. Post Svo, l8. : 
cloth, Is. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post Svo, Is.; 
cloth limp, l8. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane 
Jerrold. Illustrated. Post Svo, Is.: 
cloth limp, 18. 6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. Svo, illus- 
trated cover, Is.; cloth nmp. Is. M. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. By F.G. Heath. Crown Svq, 
cloth extra, 58. { gilt edges, 6i. 
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Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3l. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 

Garth. I Sebiustlan Stroma. 

Ellice Quentin. I Dust. 

Prince Saronl's Wlfa. 

Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, ll. ; 
cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

Miss Cadogna. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
8g. 6d. each. 

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and 

his Wife. By Julian Hawthorns. 
With 6 Steel-plate Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 241. 

[Twenty-five copies of an Edition de 
LuxCt printed on the best hand-made 
paper, large Svo size, and with India 

J>roofs of the Illustrations, are reserved 
or sale in England, price '488. per set. 
Immediate application should be made 
by anyone desiring a copy of this 
special and very limited Edit i on.] 

Hays.— Women of the Day : A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, St. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborgb Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown Svo, 
cl.ex., 6a. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 6a. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Masters. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 2a. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
2a. 6d. 

Ivan de Blron : A Novel. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 



Heptalogia (The); or, The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
_ Seven Bells. Cn Svo, clot h extra, 6b . 

Herbert — The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown Svo, bound in parchment, ^. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial- Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Indes 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth, ISK 



Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst vonX Works by : 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, Sa. 6d. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With xoo fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 
14S. {.In preparation. 

Hind ley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8a. 6d. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Surlngs : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Qubs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hinolet. 

Hoey.^The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashbl Hoey. With Z2 Illus- 
trations by P. MacNab. Three Vols., 
crown Svo, 315. 6d, 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by : 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
2a. 6d. ; another Edition in smaller 
tvpe, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, a. 

The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 2a. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, la. ; cloth, la. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2a. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah's Arkasological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun- 
TON and E. C. Barnes. Square 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, M. 

A Golden Heart : A Novel. Poet Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2a. 
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Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 
morous Works, including his Ludi- 
croos Adventures,Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex t ra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Hooper. — The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. Georgb Hooper. 
Post 8vo, illustr ated boards, 28. 

Home.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard Hen- 
GIST Hornb. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered : Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. By George 
Howell. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Ollibr. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Thorn Icroft's Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

Ingelow Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited b^ A. Percb- 
VAL Graves. Post Svo, c l. limp, 2s. 6d. 

Irving (Washlngton),Works by: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. each. 
Tales of a Traveller. 
Tales of the Al ham bra . 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics 

for Students. By Catherine A. 
J anvier. Crown Svo, cloth ex tra, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; or post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Connaught. 



JefTeries (Richard), Works by: 

Nature near London. Crown Svo, 

cloth extra, 68. 
The Life of the Fields. Crown Svo, 

cloth extra, 68. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by : 

Curiosities of Criticism. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 
Sketch. With a Photograph- Por- 
trait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roslcruclans: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. Bv 
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Edition, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. Svo, illus- 
trated cover. Is. ; cloth limp. Is. 6d. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane 
Jerrold. Illustrated. PostSvo, Is. ; 
cloth, Is. 6d. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post Svo, Is. ; 
cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by : 

FInger-RIng Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
200 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 61. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 

of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 

. tries. With One Hundred Ilius- 

trations. Cr . S vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d . 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv William 
GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 188. ; or separately , 68. each. 

Josephus,TheCompletoWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews '^and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols.. Svo, with 52 Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra; vT^'t, 148. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Kavanagh — The Pearl Foun- 
tain, and other Fairy Stories. Bv 
Bridoet and Julia Kavanagh. Witn 
Tbirtv lUustrationsby J. Moyr Smith. 
SBiall 8vo, cloth gilt, to. 

Kempt.~Pencil and Palette: 

Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robert 
Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

KIngsiey (Henry), Novels by : 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 
Oakshott Cfwtle. | Number Seventeen 

Knight.— The Patient's Vade 

Maoum: How to get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By William 
Knioht, M.R.C.S., and Edward 
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, If.; 
cloth. 18. gd. [__J 

Lamb (Charles): 

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their 
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by W. 
Carbw HA2LITT. With Hancock's 
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title-pages ox the rare First 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's 
Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 10b. 6d. 

Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 

ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
itherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig.»' Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 28. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters bv Percy Fitz- 
gerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

Lane's Arabian Nights, See, : 

The Thousand and One Nights: 
commonly called, in England, '* The 
Arabian Nights' Entertain- 
ments." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings on 
wood, from Original Designs by 
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from 
aCopv annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Poole, with a Preface by 
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 



Lane's Arabian Nights, continued — 

Arabian Society In the Middle Ages: 
Studies from *'The Thousand and 
One Nights." By Edward William 
Lane, Auth/^r of "The Modem 
Egyptians," j»e. Edited bv Stanley 
Lan e-Poolb. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6b, 

Lares and Penates ; or, The 

Background of Life. By Florence 
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story of the London Parks. 

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Clerical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, doth 
limp. 28. 6d. 

Forensic Anecdotes Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Leigh (Henry S.), Works by : 

Carols of Cockayne. With numerous 
Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 
28. 6d. *^' 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Collected and Edited 
by HbnryS. Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Life In London ; or, The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik- 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78.60. 



Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Witch Stories. 

The True Story of Joshua Davidson. 
Ourselves : Essays on Women. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Patricia Kembali. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundee. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
" My Love ! " 
lone. 



Locks and Keys.— On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut-Gen. 
Pitt-Rivers, F.R.S. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy ito, half Roz- 
bnrgbe, 1Gb. 
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Longfellow: 

LongfBl low's Complete Prose Works. 
Including "Outre Mer," "Hyper- 
ion," "Kavanagh," "ThePoefsand 
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood/' 
With Portrait and Illustrations by 
Valbmtinb Bromlbt. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

LonfffBllow's Poetical Works. Care- 
fullT Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 73. 6d. ^__ 

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. E. 
Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 28 ; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lucy. — Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 

By Henry W. Lucy. Crown Svo, 
cl. extra, 38. 6d.; postSvo.illust. bds.,28. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff. 
Demy Svo, with Fourteen full-page 
Plates, cloth boards, 188. 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),WoPk8 

by: 

A History of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of z8So. Four 
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 128. 
each.— Also a Popular Editioh, in 
Four Vols. cr. Svo, cl. extra, 68. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. [Vol. I. now ready. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dear Laxly Disdain. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Lin ley Rochford 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athens. 



McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.), 

Works by: 

An Outline of the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. Svo, l8. ; cloth, l8. 60. 

England under Gladstone. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 



MacDonald (QeoPs;e, LL.D.), 
Works by : 
The Princess and Curdle. With ix 

Illustrations by James Allen. Small 
crown Sto, cloth extra, 68* 

Guttapercha Wlliie. the Working 
Genius. With g Illustrations bv 
Arthur Hughes. Square Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tispiece by J. E. MiLLAis. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 38. 60.; post 8vo^ 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Thomas WIngfoid, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece bv C. J. Stanilahd. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 



Macdonell.— Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrat ed boards, 28. 

Macgregop. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgregor. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 2 s. 6d. 

Maclise Portralt-Gallery (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal— illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Centurv. By 
William Bates, B.A. With 8s Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by : 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 10s. 6a. 

Pictures and Legends ft^m Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square Svo, cloth gilt, 
108. 6a. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6a. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by SwAiM. Square Svo, cloth extra, 
108. 6d. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown 
Svo. cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vOa 
I illnstrated boards, 28. 
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Mackay. — Interludes and Un- 
dertones: or, Music at Twilight. By 
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6a. 

l^agic Lantern (The), and its 

Managemeot: including Full Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and 
preparing Lantern Slides. By T. C. 
Hbpworth. With lo Illustrations. 
_Crown 8vo, Is . ; cloth , Is. 6d. 

Maglclan'8 Own Book (The): 

Performances with Cups ana Balls. 
Eggs, Hats. Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actnal Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Crembf. Withaoo Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d. 

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 

Cards, Dice, Balls. &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, &c With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, is. 6d. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by s feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colonrs. 
Price Ss. 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by: 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Country 
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 28. 

The New Paul and Virginia; or. Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Poems. Small 4to, bound in parch- 
ment, 88. 

Is Life worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, fls. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montgomxrib Ranking. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

• his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
HAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Marry at (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.each ; or, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

Open ! Sesame I 

Writte n In Fire. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 



Masterman. — Half a Dozen 

Daughters : A Novel. By J. Master- 
man. Post 8vo, illustrated Doards, ft. 



Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 
With zzz Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

*** Also a Cheap Edition, post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

An Idle Excurslon^and other Sketches. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship *' Quaker 
City's" Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
S34 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" Mark Twain's Pleasurx 
Trip "), post 8vo, illust. boards. 2s. 

Roughing It, and The Innocents at 
Home. With 200 Illustrations bv 
F. A. Eraser. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and Charles Dudley Warner. 
With 2X2 Illustrations by T. Coppim. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. ; 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

The stolen White Elephant, &e. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Life on the Mississippi. With about 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by 
E. W. Kemblb. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 



Massfnger's Plays. From the 

Text of William Gifford. Edited 
bv Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mayhew. — London Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 



Mayfair Library, The: 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. per Volume. 
A Journey Round My Room. Br 
Xavirr de Maistre. Translated 
by Henry Attwell. 
Latter-Day Lvrlcs. Edited by W. 
Davenport Adams. 
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Mayfair Library, continued— 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "Tlie Times," 
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzac's "Comedle Humalne" and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A Popular 
Abridgment 6f ** Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancboly." 

Qastponomy as a Fine Art. By 
Brillat*Sayarin . 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 

DOBSON. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fim-Bbc. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Series. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Dan^ Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
— The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
C(Mlectedand Edited by A. Pbrcsval 
Graves. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 
J. Jbnninos. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar- 

WOOD. 

Forensic Anecdotes: or. Humour and 

Curiosities of the Law and Men of 

Law. By Jacob Larwood. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 

Larwood. 
Carols of Cockayne. By Henry S. 

Leigh. 
Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Henry S. 

Leigh. 
True History of Joshua Davidson. 

By B. Lynn Linton. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 

E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes and Players. By Robert 

Macgregor. 



Mayfair Library, continued-' 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 

W. H. Mallock. [lock. 

The New Republic. By W. H. Mal- 
Puck on Pegasus. By H. Cholmondb- 

ley-Pennbll. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. Bv H. Chol- 

mondeley-Pennell. Illustrated by 

George Du Mauribr. 
Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. 

Cholmondelby-Pennell. 
Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 

H. A. Page. 
Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 

Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 

Don Felix db Salamanca, 
By Stream and Sea. By William 

Senior. [Thornbury. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 
Leaves fhom a Naturalist's Note* 

Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thou* 

sand Medical Mazichs and Surjgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. £. Da vies, 
L.R C.P. Lond. Cr. 8vo, iB.; cl., Ig. 6d . 

Merry Circie (Tiie) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bbllew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, is. 6d. 

Mexican Mustang Wn a)7 

Through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and 
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of "Texas 
Siftings." 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7b. Cd. 

MIddiemass (Jean), Noveis by: 

Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 88.6a.; postSvo, illust. bds., 2i. 

Mr. Dorlllion. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s . 

Mliiep.x Physiology for the 

Young : or^ The House of Life : Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. 
F. Fenwick Miller. Small 8vo, cloth 
limpj^ 6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Wopf<8 by: 
The IHyefene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management of 
the Skin ; with Directions for Diet- 
Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c. Small 8vo. 
Is. ; cloth extra. Is. Od. 
The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 

Small 8vo, Is. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 
The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo. 
l8. ; cloth extra. Is. Gd. 



x8 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



MoncpielT. — The Abdication ; 

or. Time Tries All. An HUtorical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncribff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pbttib, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MiicWHiRTER, A.R.A., Colin Hunter, 
R. MACBBTH.and Tom Graham. Large 
4to, bound in buckram; 218. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boaxda, 8b. Men. 

A Life's Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coats of rire. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

Val Strange. 

Hearte. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. Sd. each. 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 



North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 
CoMYNS Carr. lUust. by Randolph 
Caldbcott. Sqnare 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

the Spirit of the Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahams. With Illustrations by J. 
MoYR Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
6 8. . 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
E. Davies, L.R.C,P. Crown 8vo, l8. ; 
cloth, Is. 6a. ' 

Oiiphant. — Whiteladies : A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo. cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

6'Connor.->Lord Beaconsfleld 

A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7 8. 6d. . 

b'Relily.— Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Postjvo, illus trated boa rds, 28^ 

O'ShCLUghnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 
Songs of a Worker. Fcap. Syo, cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. 
Muslo and Moonlight. Fcap. 8to, 

cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
Lays of Franoa. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 108. 6d. 



Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. each. 



Held In Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Cecil Caetle- 
malne'e Gage. 

Idalla. 
Triootrln. 
Puck. 

Folle Farina. 
TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 



Pascarel. 
SIgna. 

In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Plplstrello 
A Village Com- 
mune. 

Blmbl. 

In Mcu^mma. 

Wajida. 



A Dog of Flanders. Frescoes. 

Blmbl: Presentation Edition. Sq. 
8vo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges, 
78. 6d. 

Princess NarM»axlne. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouida by F. 
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 68. 

Page (M. A.), Works by : 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 
With, a Portrait. Post 8vo, doth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Paob 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crib, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum: 

How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Advice. By William Knight, 
M.R.C.S., and Edward Knight, 
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, l8.6d. 

Paul Ferroll: 

Post 8vo^ illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Paul Ferroll : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wlfs. 



Paul.— Gentle and Simple. By 

Margaret Agnbs Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen PATSRSOMt 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 88. Od. ; post Svob 
illustrated boards, 2i. 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, clotti extra, ^. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 

Lost Sip Masslngbepd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. | Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. l High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. | Carlyon's Yeap. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

Fop Cash Only. | From Exile. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21. each. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Hep Mercy. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

The ClyfTards of ClyfRs. 

The Family Scapegrace 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Kit: A Memory. 

The Canon's Ward. 

in Peril and Privation : A Book for 
Boys. With aumerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 68. iPreparing, 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 

Soci^t6, Selected and Edited by H. 

C. Pennell. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten fall- 
page Illusts. by G. Du Maurier. 

PheIps.~Beyond the Gates. 

By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps, 
Author of "The Gates Ajar." Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 28. 6d. 



PIpkis (Mrs. C. L.) Novels by: 

Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo, 

picture cover, Is. 
Lady Lovelace. Three Vols., or. 8vo, 

3 IS. 6d, 

Planche (J. R.), Works by: 

The Cyolopsadia of Costume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress — Regal, Ee- 
clesiastical, Civil, and Military — from 
the Earliest Period in England to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, 
£7 7s. The Vols, mav also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) 
at £3 13s. 6a. each : Vol. I. Thb 
Dictionary^ Vol. II. A General 
History op Costume in Europe. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarmess. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Play-time: Sayings and Doings 
of Baby. land. By E.Stanford. Large 
4to, handsomely printed in Colours, 68. 

Plutarch's Lives of lllustploua 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Langhornb. Two Vols., 
8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10b. 6d. 

Poe (Edgar Alian):— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. and 
other Stories. Post 8yo, illust.bcls.,28. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 

plete in One Vol. -Post 8vo, cl. limp , 28. 

Power.— Phil Istia: A NoveL By 

Cecil Power. Three Vols., cr. 8vo, 
31S. 6d. 

Price (E. C), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Valentlna. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

Qerald. Three Vols., cr. 8vo, 31s. 6d, 
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Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by ; 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illnsts. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4a. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9§, 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Rough Ways made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tificSubjecU. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,Oi. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series 
of Essays contrast!^ our Little 
Abode in Space and Tune with the 
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ob. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

The Great PyMt»"W! Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gb, 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
• Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

%^ages and Wants of Science 
W orl<ers. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 

Pyrotechnl8t'8Trea8ury(The); 

or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, is. 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustavs 
DoRi. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Ram bosson.— Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 78. 6d. 



Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography, 
Cr. 8vo, 1.400 pages, cloth extra. 78. 6d. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 

tAMiN WARD Richardson, M.D., &c. 
^rown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 



Reads (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, illust., bds., 2s. each ; 

or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illust4l8. 6d. each. 

Peg Wofflngton. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLDBS, K.R.K 
Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by 

William Small. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. Il- 
lustrated by G. J. Pin WELL. 
The Course of True Love Never did 

run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen 

Paterson. 
The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 

of all Trades; and James Lambert. 

Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 
Love me Little, Love me Long. II' 

lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 
The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir 

John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Keenb. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Kbene. 
Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson. 
Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLUBS, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 
Foul Play. Illust by Du Maurier. 
Put Yourself In His Place. Illus- 
trated by Robert Barnes. 
A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 

by Eow. HuGHBS and A. W. Cooper. 
The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 

H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A., 

C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R.A. 
A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate 

Crauporo. 
A Woman-Hater. Illnstrated by 

Thos. Couldery. 
Readiana. With a Steel-pUte Portrait 

of Charles Reads. 
SIngleheart and Doubleface: A 

Matt3r-of-£act Romance. Illustrated 

by P. MacNab. 
Good Stories of Men and other 

Animals. Illustrated bv E. A. Abbey, 

Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash. 
The J I It. and other Stories. Illustrated 

by Joseph Nash. 



RIddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

CroMm 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Her Mother's Darling. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 

Weird Stories. 

The Uninhabited House. 

F airy Water. 

Rfmmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 

SO Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, lOs. 6d. 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 

50 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, doth gilt, lOs. 6d. 
About England with Dickens. With 

SSIllustsTbyALFRBDRiMMER and C. A. 

Vanderhoof. Sq.8vo,cl.gilt,10B.6d 



CHATTO 6* WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 



21 



Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birds. Crown 8yo, cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. 
The Poets' Beasts. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. [/n the press, 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
Gborgk Cruikshank, choicely printed. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra^ 78. 60. A few 
Large- Paper copies, printed on hand- 
macfo paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 86s. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saihtb- 
Bbuvs. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A I^t of the Principal Warriors who 
caore over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, fis. 

Rowley (Hon. IH ugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Pun Ian a: Riddles and Jokes. With 

numerous Illustrations. 
More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (W. Clark), Works by : 

Round the Galley-Fire. Crown 8vo. 

cloth extra, 68. ; post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 28. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head: A Collection 

of Yams and Sea Descriptions. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

8ala.— Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Gborgb Auoustus Saxji. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited 
byHsNRYSANSON. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.38.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each« 

Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Quy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 



Saunders (Katharine), Novels 
by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 88. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each 

Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

Gideon's Rock. 

The Hi gh Mills. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Heart Salvage. I Sebastian. 

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 

Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. £. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 
logy. Botan;r, Physiol^, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &c Price 4d. Monthly ; or 
fis. per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and numer- 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 78. 6d. each ; and Vols. XV. 
to XX. (18S4), at fis. each. Cases for 
Binding, l8. 6d. each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmion. 

An entirely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with ovec xoo new 
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele- 
gantlv and appropriately bound, small 
4to, cloth extra, 168. 

[The Immediate success of *'The 
Lady of the Lake," published in 1882. 
has encouraged Messrs. Chatto and 
WiNDus to bring out a Companion 
Edition of this not less popular and 
famous poem. Produced in the same 
form, and with the same careful and 
elaborate style of illustration, regard- 
less of cost, Mr. Anthony's skilful 
supervision is sufficient guarantee that 
the work is elegant and tasteful as well 
as correct.] 

(•Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "white 
Magic." By W. H. Crsmbk. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades. B^ Frank Bbllbw. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky*Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited b^ W. H. 
Crbmbr. With 900 Illustrations. 
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" Skcrbt Out " Skkibs, eontinuet^ 
The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clasa Bsllew. With many 
Illustrations. 
Magician'e Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats. 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Crb- 
MBR. 200 Illustrations. 
Magic N« Mystery: Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Trainine of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
lonred Ffontis. and many Illusts. 

Senior (William), Works by : 

Travel and Trout In the Antipodes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth 

limp , 2g. 6d. 

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis- 

torio Man. By James H. STODOARTr 
Author of " The Village Life." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 
William Shakbspearb's Comedies, 
Histories, smd Tragedies. Published 
according to the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggakd 
and £o. Blount. i6a3.— A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile^ by a photogra- 
phic process— ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo, 
hatf-Rozburghe, 78. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's 
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. MoYR Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 68. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 
4to, half-Roxburgbe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 

The Dramatic Works of Shake- 
speare: The Text of the First 
Edition, carefully reprinted. Eight 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 408. 

*^* Only 250 Sets have been printed, 
each one numbered. The volumes will 
not be sold separately. 



Shelley's Complete Works, in 

Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. ; 
or separately, 2s. each. Vol. I. con- 
tains bis Early Poems, Queen Mab, 
&c., with an Introduction by Leigh 
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cytbna, &c. ; Vol. III., 
Posthumous Poeins,the Shelley Papers, 
&c. : Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in- 
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
trozzi. St. Irvyne, &c. 

Sheridan: — 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, && With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with xo full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Soandal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 

g'apbical Sketch of Sheridan, by 
rander Matthews. With Decora- 
tive Vignettes and 10 full-page Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 
128. Sd. 



Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Connplete 

Poetical Works, including all those in 
" Arcadia.** With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry of 
Sidney, and Notes^ by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
8v o, cloth boards, 1 88. 

Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 

iACOB Larwood and John Camden 
loTTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
,with loe Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Sims (G. R.)--How the Poor 

Live. With 60 Illustrations by Fred. 
Barnard . Large 4to, l8. 

Sketch ley .-—A Match In the 

Dark. By Arthur Sketchlsy. Post 
8vo, illustrate d boards, 28. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth ext ra, gil t, 6s. 6d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by .* 

The Prince of Argoi'e : A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 
X30 Illnstrations, Si. 6d. 
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Smithes (J. Moyr) Works, continued— 

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 
8vo, cloth gilt, profusely lUust., 68. 

The Wooing of the Watei* Witch : 
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dal- 
DORNS. Illustrated by J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Society In London. By a 

Foreign Resident. Fourth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

8palding.-Eiizabethan Demon- 

ology: An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alfred Spalding, LL3. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 

Spanish Legendary Tales. By 

S. G. E. MiDDLBMORB, Author of 
•' Round a Posado Fire." Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. jln the press, 

8peight. — The l^ysteries of 

Heron E>yke. By T. W. Speight. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. 

Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations by 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown Ato, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gtlt, 68. 

Staunton. — Laws and Practice 

of Ghees ; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, &8. 

Sterndale.— The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern* 
dalb. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, SB. 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Lou(8), Worlds by : 

Travele with a Donkey In the 

Cevennee. Frontispiece by Walter 

Crane. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 
An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 

W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 6a. 
Vli^lnlbue Puerisque, and other 

Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Familiar Studies of Men and Booke. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 

cl. extra, 68. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Prince Otto: A Romance. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. \In preparat ion, 

St. John — A Levantine Famliy. 

By Bavlb St. John. Post 6vo, Ulus- 
trated boards, 8i. 



Stoddard .—Summer Cruising 

In the South Seas. Bv Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illust. oy Wallis 
Mackay. Crown 8vo, d. extra, ^.^<L_ 

St. Pierre.~Paui and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Bbr- 
nardin St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. E. Clarke. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 

Stories from Foreign Novel- 

' Ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alicb Zim- 
M brn ; and a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Honb. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (the) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Societv, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo.cl.ex.,78.6d. 

Swift's Choice Worlds, in Prose 

and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of ** Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6 d. 

Swinburne (Aigernon C), 

Wopke by: 
The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 68. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 68. 
Chaeteiapd. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 78. 
Poems and Ballade. First Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Also in crown 8vo, at 

same price. 
Poeme and Ballade. Second Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Noteeon Poems and Reviews. 8vo,l8. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay. 

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 

8vo, 16s. 
Songs before^Sunrlse. Cr. 8vo, 108.6d. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo,128.6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

8vo, 78. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 68. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 128. 
Erechtheue: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,68. 
Note -of an^ng^ieh Republican on 

the Mueoovlte Cruscule. 8vo, Is. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 6s. 
A study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, Sk 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr.8vo,6l, 
Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 7i. 
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SwiMBURNB (Algernon C.) Wokss, con, 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 8b. 
Tristram of Lyonessa, and oUier 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 9b. 
A Cantury of Roundals. Small 4toa 

cloth extra, 8i. 
A Midsummer Holiday, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 
Marino Fallero: A Tragedy. Crown 

8vo. cloth extra, 6i. 

8ymond8.— Wine, Women and 

Song: MedisBval Latin Students* 
Songs. Now first translated into Bng- 
lish verse, with an Essay by J. Ad- 
DiNGTON SvMONDs. SmaU 8vo,parch* 
ment, 6a. 

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours: 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowlani>> 
son's drollpage Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTBN. Med. 8ve, cloth ext ra, TO. 6d. 

Talne*8 History of English 

Literature. Translated by Hxnrt 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, SOs.— Popular Edition, 
Tw o Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 16g. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works 

by: 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and 
(>>nduct cmF the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and xoo 
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Our Common British Fossils, and 
Where to Find Them. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 78. 6d. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modem Writers. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2b. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas : " Clancarty," " Jeanne 
Dare," "Twixt Axe and Crown," 
"The Fool's Revenge,** " Arkwrighfs 
Wife,** "Anne Bolcyn." "Plot and 
Passion." One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7b. (Ml. 

*«* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
ra tely. at l8. eac h. 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra- 
phical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Maxbpxack 
Thackbrat. depicting Hnmoroua 
Incidents m his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day readingr. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 



Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa. 6A. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8b. each. 

Cressida. 

Proud Malale 

The Violin-Player. 

Thomas (M.).— A Fight for Life : 

A Novel. By W. Mot Thomas. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 88. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allah 
Cunningham, and over w fine lUostra 
tions on Steel and Wood, Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Thornbury (Walter), Wo>ks by 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
ward Walpord, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.SJL 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondenoe of 
J. IM. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Old Storlee Re-told. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Taiee for the IMarlnee. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Timbs (John), Works by : 

The History of Clubs and Club LIfIs 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 71. 6d. 

Engileh Eceentrloa and Eooan- 
tricltlee: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sl|^ts 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearlv 50 Illosts. 
Crown Svo, clot h extra, 78. 6d. 

Torrens. — ThTe Marquess 

Welleslsy, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Tor- 
REN s , M.P. Demy Svo, cloth extra, lis. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. Sd. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each, 

The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senator. 

Kept In the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marlon Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough'a Family. 

The Land-Leaguere. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
The Golden Lion of Qranperq, 
John Caldigate. 
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Trol lope( Frances E.),Novel8 by 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
8vo. illustrated boards, 28. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

IVIabel's Progress. 

Anne Fupness. 

Tpoflope(T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
T. Adolphus Trollops. Cr. 8vo, cl. 
ex.. 38. 6d. ; post Bvo, illnst. boards. 28. 

Trowbridge.— Farnell's Folly : 

A Novel. By T.T. Trowbridge. Two 
Vols., crqwn 8vo, 128. 

Turgehietr (Ivan), &c. Stories 

from Foreign Novelists. Post 8vo, 
illastrated boards, 28. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

What She Came Through. 

The Bpl de'8 Paae. ^ 

Saint IMungo's City. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 88. 6d. 
Beauty and the Beast. ThreeVols., 

crown 8vo, 8l8. 6d. 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser.). — Mis- 
tress Judith: A Novel. Bv C. C. 
Frasbr«Tytlbr. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illnst. boards, 2s. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Literature. By Henry Van Laun. 
Complete in. Three Vols., demy 8vo, 
cloth boards, 7s. 6d. each. 

Vlllarl A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, l8. 

Walcott Church Work and 

Life in Engilsh IMinsters; and the 
English Student's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans, 148. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Works by : 

The County Familleeof the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than 12,000 dis- 
tin^ished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices they hold or have held, their 
Town and Countxy Addresses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty-fifth Annual Edition, 
for 1885, cloth, full gilt, fiOs. 

The Shiiling Peerage (1885). Con- 
taining an Alphabeticail List of the 
House of Lords, Dates*of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, ll. 
Published annually. 



Walford's (Edw., M.A.) Works, co».— 

The Shilling Baronetage (1885). 
Containing an Alphabetical List ot 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c.- samo, 
cloth, Is. Published annually. 

The Shiiiing Knighta^ (1885). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo, 
cloth. Is. Published annually. 

The Shiiiing Houeo of Commons 
(1 886). Containing a List of -all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, 
&c. 32mo, cloth, 18. Published 
annually. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Com mone (1886). In One Volume, 
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
6b. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbury. Edited bv Edward 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Walton andCotton'sComplete 

Angler ; or. The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
6z Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7 8. 6d. 

Wanderer's Library, The : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boyle. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 

iVIerrle England in the Olden Time. 
By George Daniel. With Illustra- 
tions by RoBT. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Coi\|urere. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Faire. Bv Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
James Greenwood. 

The Wilds of London. By James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hbsss-War* 
TBOo. With aa Ulostrations. 
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Wamdsrkr's Library, Thb, continued—' 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fnternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlby. 

The World Behind the Soenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles Hindlby. With Illasts. 

The Genial Showman: Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P. 
HiNOSTON. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Paries. 
By Jacob Larwood. With lUusts. 

London Characters. By Henry May- 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Generatlonsof Executioners: 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1688 
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson. 

Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard. 
Ulnstrated by Wall i s Ma ckay. 

Warner.— A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of " My Summer in a Garden." 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 68. 

Warrants, &c. :— 
Warrant to Execute Charles i. An 

exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, aa in. by 14 in. Price 28. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 28. 

IVIagna Charta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 

J>late paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
eet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 5s. ^ , . 
The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with \Villiam 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colour s. Pric e 5s^ 

Weather, How to i='oretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met. 
Soc, &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 18. ; c loth, l8. 6d. 

Westropp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain : or, History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDDEji M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 48. 6d. 



Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and 

Art Critics. By J. A. Macneill 
_Whistler. 7th Edition , sq . 8vo, i B. 

White^» Natural history of 

Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.R.A.S.), 

Worics by: 
Science Notes. See the Gentleman's 

Magazine. l8. Monthly. 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6a. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 

8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 28. 6d. 
The Chemistry of Cooicery. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 

Worlcs by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illnstrations, 7s. 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 
bool(. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edition, with a New 
Preface. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, Ca. 

Winter (J. S.), Stories by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Cavalry L Ife. i Regimental Legends. 

Women of the Day : A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem- 
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Wood. — Sablna: A Novel. By 
Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illnst. bds., 28. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary cf Curious, Quaint, and 
Ont-of-the*Way Matters. By Elibzer 
Edwards. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 78. 6d. ; half-bound, te. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by : 

Caricature History of tlie Georges. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
F.S.A. Large post 8vo, cl. ex., 78.6d. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope 
Land at Last. 
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NOVELS BY THE 

WILKIE COLLINSES NEW NOVEL, 
"I Say No." By Wilkis Collins. 

Three Vols., crown 8vo. 
Mrs.CA SHEL HOE TS NE W NOVEL. 

The Lover's Creed. By Mrs. Cashbl 
HoEY, Author of " The Blossoming of 
an Aloe," &c. With x2 Illustrations 
by P. MacNab. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 

SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NOVEL, 

Beauty and the Beast. By Sarah 
Tytler, Author of " The Bride's Pass," 
"Saint Mango's City," "Citoyenne 
Jacqueline," &a Three Vols., cr. iJvo. 

NEW NOVELS BY CHAS. GIBBON. 

By Mead and Stream. Bjr Charles 
Gibbon, Author of "Robin Gray," 
"The Golden Shaft," " Queen of the 
Meadow," &c. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 

A Hard Knot. By Charles Gibbon. 

Three Vols.^ crown Bvo. 
Heart's Delight. By Charles Jibbon. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. [Shortly, 



BEST AUTHORS. 

NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER. 

Phllistia. By Cecil Power. Three 
Vols., crown Sto. 

NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR 
OF '* VALENTIN a:* 

Gerald. By Eleanor C. Price. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo. 

BASIL'S NEW NOVEL. 

"The Wearing of the Green." By 
Basil, Author of ** Love the Debt," 
" A Drawn Game/' &c. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. 

NEW NOVEL BY J. T. TROW- 
BRIDGE. 

Farnell's Folly. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
12s. 



Mrs. PIRKIS' NEW NOVEL. 

ithor 

crown 

8vo. 



Lady Lovelace. ByC.L.PiPKis, Aui 
of " A Very OpaL*' Three Vols., cr< 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 
BY BASIL. 
A Drawn Game. 

BY IV. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Celia's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
Dorothy Forster. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. I The New Abelard. 
Matt. i Foxglove Manor. 



BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever, i Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Biacicsmlth and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seelc. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 
Lady. 

TheT wo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



Miss or Mrs. P 

BY DUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLS. 
A Castle In Spain. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Piccadilly Novels, continual^ 
BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Oup Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

BY M, BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie Lovell. 

BY R. E, FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. 1 One by One. 

QueenCophetua. I A Real Queen. 
Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Qlrls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 
Robin Gray. | For Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the World Say P 
For the King. 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastures Green. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 

BY HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNS. 
Garth. 

Elllce Quentia 
Sebastian Stroma. 
Prince Saronl's WIfa 
Dust. I Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 
Miss Cadogna. 

BY SIR A. HELPS, 
Ivan de Biron. 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT, 
Thorn Icroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Queen of Con naught 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 



PiccADiLLT Novels, ctUinued— 
BY E, LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kembail. 
Atonement of Leam Dundaa. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W, LUCY, 
Gideon Fieyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
Lin ley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athens. 
BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas Wingfoid, Curate. 

BY MRS, MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
Lost Rose I The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT, 
Open ! Sesame ! | Written In Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRA Y. 



Coals of Fire. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea 

The Way of the World 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT, 
Whiteladles. 

BY MARGARET A, PAUL, 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN, 
Lost Sir Massing- , Carlyon's Yeaii, 



berd. 
Best of Husbands 

Fallen Fortunes. 

Halves. 

Walter's Word. 

What He Cost Her 

Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 

High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. 



A Confldentia 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from i 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Some Private 

Views. 
Kit : A Memory. 

The Canon's 
Ward. 



BY B, C. PRICE, 
Valentlna. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued— 
BY CHARLES READS, D.CJ.. 
It is Never Too Late to Mdnd. 
Hard Cash. | Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Qaunt. | Foul Play. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself In His Piaca 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. | Readlana. 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
The Jilt. [male. 

Good Stories of Men and other Anl- 

BY MRS. J, H. RIDDELL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party. 
Weird Stories. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON, 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
One Against the World. 
* The Lion In the Path. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. I Heart Salvaga 
The High Mills. I Sebastian. 



Piccadilly Novbls, continutd-^ 
BY r. W. SPEIGHT, 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke, 

BY R. A, STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Maisle. | Cresslda. 
The VIollnPiayer. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS, 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator 
Frau Frohmann. | Marion Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPS. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY r. A. TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond 

By IVAN TURGSNIEFF and Others. 
Stories fhom Foreign Novelists. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 

BY C. C. FRASER'TYTLBR, 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illustrated 

BY EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON aIdA. 
CarrofCarrlyon. I Confldenoes. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid. Wife, or Widow P 
Valerie's Fate. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 
BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICB 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 



POPULAR NOVELS, 
boards, 28. each. 
By Besamt and Rice, continued-^ 

Tv/aa In Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
Ali In a Garden Fair. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life; 
Chronlcies of No-man's Land. 

BY BRET HARTS, 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Callfornlan Stories. 
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



Of 



TheMartypdomof 

Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard* 



The Shadow 
the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Mo for Ever. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY M ACL ARE N COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



The New Magda- 
len. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs.P ' 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. I From Midnight to 
Transmigration. I Midnight. 

A Fight with Fortune. 
MORTIMER &• FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

- BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY DE MILLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. I Nicholas NIckieby 
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM'EDWARDS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy, 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 
BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tiiiotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB. 

Filthy Lucre. 

BY R, E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. I A Real Queen. 
Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang HarL 

BY HAIN FRISWELL. 

One of TwOr 

BY EDWARD GARRETT 

The Capet Girls. 

BY CH4RLES GIBBON. 



Queen of the Mea- 
dow. 

The Flower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart's Problem 

The Braes of Yar- 
row. 

The Golden Shaft. 

Of High Degree. 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
T<he Dead Heart, 
in Love and War. 
For the King. 
In PasturesGreen 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY JAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY, 
Every-Day Papers. 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. I Sebastian Strome 

Ellloe Quentin. I Dust. 
Prince Saronl's Wife. 
Fortune's Fool. 
Beatrix Randolph. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS, 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER, 
The House of Raby. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued-— 
BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thorn icroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen 
BY E, LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kembali. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

Dear LadyDledaIn Linley Rochford. 



The Waterdale 
Neighbours. 

My Enemy's 

Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 



MissMlsanthrope 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a 
Season. 

Maid of Athens. 



BY GEORGE MAC DONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 
BY W. H. MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 



A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 



Open I Sesame! 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY J. MASTERMAN, 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorllllon. 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



ALIfe'sAtonement 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whfteladfet. 



By the Gate of the 
Sea. 

Val- Strange. 

Hearts. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

idalla. 

Cecil Castle- 

malne. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle Farlne. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. 



TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PIplstrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 
BImbl. 

In Maremma. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 



SIgna. 

BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

Clyffards of Clyffe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Bast of Husbands 

V/alter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

Humorous Stories 

Gwendoline's Har- 
vest. 



Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. • 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from a 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Kit : A Memory. 

The Canon s Ward 



£200 Reward 

BY EDGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentlna. 

The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READS. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
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Chkap Popular Novbls, eontinued^ 
By CMARX.SS RsAOB, continued, 

'Qpltnth Qaunt. 

Put Yourself In His Plaos. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Foul Play. .. _^^ 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Couree of True Love. 

Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Read Ian a. 

Singleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Stories of Men and other 

Animals. 
The Jilt. 

BY MRS, 7. H. RIDDELL. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Fairy Water. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange: 
The 'Hands of Justice. 

[BY W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN, 
A Levantine Family. 
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
Two Dreamers. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joeufi Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. 
The High MliK. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match In the Dapl(, 

By r. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyi(«. 

BY R. A. STERNDALE, 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arabian Nights. 

Br BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cresslda. | Proud Malsle. 

The VIolln-Player. 

BY W. MOY THOMAS. 
A Fight for Life. 

BY WALTER THORN BURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS, 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marion Fay. 
Kept In the Darlc. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
* The Land-Leaguers. 
The Golden ,Lion of Granpera 
John Caldigate. 
By FRANCES.ELEANOR TROLLOPS 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
Stories fk*om Foreign NovelistSL 

BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tom Sawyer. 
An idle Excursion. 
A Pleasure/Trlp on the Continent 

of Europe. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 

BY C.C. FRASER'TYTLER, 
Mistress Judith. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends. 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

Fcap. 8vo^ q^ctare covers, Ig. each. 
Jeff Bplggs's Love Story. By Bret 

Hakte^ 
The Twine of \able Mountain. By 

Bret Harts. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 

of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of 

** That Lass o* Lowrie's.** 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 

Author of "That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PiRKIS. 

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 

Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillom. 
The Garden that Paid the Rant. 

By Toil Jerrold. 



|. OODfeK AND CO., printers, I7t, ST. JOHN STRSBt, R.tt / 
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